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THE CHANNINGS.

BY MRS. HENRY WOOD,
AUTHOR OF "EAST LYNNE," AND "DANESBURY HOUSE."

I remember the gleams and glooms that dart

Across the schoolboys brain

;

The song and the silence in the heart,

That iu part are prophecies, and in part
Are longings wild and vain.

And the voice of that tilful song
Sings on, and is never still

:

" A boy's will is the wind's will.

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."

Strange to me now are the forms I meet
When I visit the dear old town

;

But the native air is pure and sweet,
And the trees that o'ershadow each well-known street,

As they balance up and down.
Are singing the beautiful song,

Are sighing and whispering still

:

" A boy's will is the wind's will,

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."
Longfellow.
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THE CHANNINGS.

CHAPTEE I.

THE INKED SURPLICE.

The sweet bells of Helstonleigli Cathedral were

ringing out in the summer's afternoon. Groups

of people lined the streets, more than the custo-

mary business of the day would have brought

forth ; some pacing with idle steps, some halting

to talk with one another, some looking in silence

towards a certain point, as far as the eye could

reach ; all waiting in expectation.

It was the fii-st day of Helstonleigh Assizes

;

that is, the day on which the courts of law began

their sittings. Generally spealdng, the commis-

sion was opened at Helstonleigh on a Satiurday

;

but for some convenience of the arrangements of

the circuit, it was fixed this time for Wednesday

;

and when those cathedral bells burst forth, they

gave the signal that the judges had arrived, and
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2 THE CHANNINGS.

were entering the sheriff's carriage, which had

gone ont to meet them.

A fine sight, carrying in it much of majesty,

was the procession, as it passed throngh the streets

with its slow and stately steps ; and although Hel-

stonleigh saw it twice a year, it looked at it with

gratified eyes still, and made the day into a sort

of holiday. The trumpeters rode fii-st, blowing the

proud note of advance, and the long line of well-

mounted javelin-men came next, two abreast ; their

attu'e being that of the fine livery of the high

sheriffs family, and their javelins held in rest.

Simdry officials followed, and the governor of the

county gaol sat in an open carriage, his long white

wand raised in the air. Then appeared the beau-

tiful, closed equipage of the sheriff, its four horses,

caparisoned with silver, pawing the ground, for

they chafed at the slow pace to which they were

restrained. In it, in their scarlet robes and flow-

ing wigs, carrying awe to many a young spectator,

sat the judges ; the liigh sheriff was opposite to

them, and his chaplain by his side, in his gown

and Jbands. A crowd of gentlemen, friends of

the sheriff, followed on horseback ; and a mob

of ragamuffins brought up the rear.

To the assize courts the procession took its way,

and there the short business of opening the com-

mission was gone tlu'ough, when the judges re-
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entered tlie carriage to proceed to the cathedral,

having been joined by the mayor and corporation.

The melodious bells of Helstonleigh were still

ringing out, not to welcome the judges to the city

now, but as an invitation to them to come and

worsliip God. Inside the grand entrance of the

cathedral, waiting to receive the judges, stood the

Dean of Helstonleigh, two or three of the chapter,

two of the minor canons, and the king's scholars

and choristers, all in their white robes. The bells

ceased ; the fine organ pealed out—and there are

few finer organs in England than that of Helston-

leigh—the vergers with then- silver maces, and

the decrepit old bedesmen in their black gowns.

led the way to the choir, the long scarlet trains of

the judges being held up behind : and places were

found for aU.

The Eev. Jolm Pye began the service ; it was

his week for chanting. He was one of the senior

minor canons, and the head-master of the college

school. At the desk opposite to him sat the Eev.

William Yorke, a young man who had but just

gained his minor canonry.

The service went on smoothly until the com-

mencement of the anthem. In one sense it went

on smoothly to the end, for no person present, not

even the judges themselves, could see that any-

thing was wrong. Mr. Pye was what was called
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' chanter ' to the cathedral, wliich meant that it

was he who had the privilege of selecting the

music for the chants and other portions of the

service, when the dean did not do so himself.

Now, the anthem he had put up for this occasion

was a very good one, taken from the Psalms of

David. It commenced with a treble solo ; it was,

moreover, an especial favourite of ]\Ir. Pye's, and

he disposed himself complacently to listen.

But, no sooner was the symphony over, and the

first notes of the chorister had sounded on Mr.

Pye's ear, than his face slightly flushed, and he

lifted his head with a sharp, quick gesture. That

was not the voice w hich ought to have sung this

fine anthem ; that was a cracked, j^osse'e voice, which

belonged to the senior chorister, a young gentle-

man of seventeen, who was going out of the choir

and the school at Michaelmas. He had done good

service for the choir in his day, but his voice was

l)reaking now ; and the last time he had attempted

a solo, the bishop (who interfered most rarely with

the executive of the cathedral ; and, indeed, it was

not his province to do so) had spoken himself to

Mr. Pye on the conclusion of the service, and

said the boy ought not to be put to sing alone

again.

Mr. Pye bent his head forward to catch a

iilimpse at the choristers, five of whom sat on his
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side the choir, the decani; five on the opposite, or

cantori side. So far as he could see, the boy,

Stephen Bywater, who ought to have taken the

anthem, was not in his place. There appeared to

be but four of them ; but the senior boy, with his

clean, starched-out surplice, partially hid those

below him. Mr. Pye wondered where his eyes

could have been, not to have noticed the boy's

absence, when they had all been gathered round

the entrance, waiting for the judges.

Had Mr. Pye's attention not been fully engrossed

with his book, as the service had gone on, he

might have seen the boy opposite to him, for

there sat Bywater, before the bench of king's

scholars, and right in front of Mr. Pye. Mr. Pye's

glance fell upon him now, and he could scarcely

believe it : he rubbed his eyes, and looked, and

rubbed again. Byivater there ! and without his

surplice ! braving, as it were, the head-master

!

What could he possibly mean by this act of defiant

insubordination ? Why was he not in his place in

the school ? Why was he mixing with the con-

gregation ? But Mr. Pye could as yet obtain no

solution to the mystery.

The anthem came to an end ; the dean had

bent his brow sternly at the solo, but it did no

good ; and, the prayers over, the sheriff's chaplain

ascended to the pulpit to preach the sermon. He
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selected his text from St. John's Gospel :
' That

which is born of the flesh is fl$sh, and that 's^hich

is born of the Spirit is spirit.' In the course of

his sermon he pointed out that the unhappy pri-

soners in the gaol, awaiting the summons to answer

before an earthly tribunal for the evil deeds which

they had committed, had been led into their pre-

sent miserable condition by the seductions of the

flesh. They had fallen into sin, he Avent on, by

the indulgence of their passions ; they had placed

no restraint upon their animal appetites and guilty

pleasures ; they had sunk gradually into crime,

and had now to meet the penalty of the law. But

did no blame, he asked, attach to those who had

remained indifferent to their downward course

;

who had never stretched forth a friendly hand to

rescue them from destruction ; who had made no

effort to teach and guide in the ways of truth and

righteousness these outcasts of society? Were

we, he demanded, at liberty to evade our respon-

sibility by asking, in the words of earth's first

criminal, ' Am I my brother's keeper ?' No ; it

was at once our duty and our privilege to engage

in the noble work of man's reformation—to raise

the fallen—to seek out the lost, and to restore the

outcast ; and this, he argiied, could only be accom-

plished by a widely-disseminated knowledge of

God's truth, by patient, self-denying labour in



THE CHANNINGS. 7

God's work, and by a devout dependence on God's

Holy kSpirit.

At the conclusion of the service the head-master

proceeded to the vestry, where the minor canons,

choristers, and lay-clerks kept their surplices. Not

the dean and chapter ; they robed in the chapter-

house : and the king's scholars put on their sur-

plices in the school-room. The choristers followed

Mr. Pye to the vestry, Bywater entering with

them. The boys grouped themselves together

:

they were expecting—to use their own expression

—a row.

' Bywater, what is the meaning of this conduct ?
'

was the master's stern demand.

' I had got no surplice, sir,' was Bywater's

answer—a saucy-looking boy with a red face,

who had a propensity for getting into ' rows,' and,

consequently, punishment.

' No surplice !
' repeated Mr. Pye—for the like

excuse had never been offered by a college boy

before. ' What do you mean ?

'

' We were ordered to wear clean surplices this

afternoon, and I brought mine to college this

morning, and left it here in the vestry, and took

the dirty one home. Well, sir, when I came to

put it on this afternoon, it was gone.'

' How could it have gone ? Nonsense, sir ! who

would touch your surplice ?

'
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' But I could not find it, sir,' repeated Bywater,

' and the clioristers know I couldn't ; and they left

me hunting for it when they went into the hall to

receive the judges. I could not go into my stall,

sir, and sing the anthem without my surplice.'

' Hurst had no business to sing it,' was the vexed

rejoinder of the master. ' You know your voice is

gone. Hurst. You should have gone up to the

organist, told him the case, and had another

anthem put up.'

' But, sir, I was expecting Bywater in every

minute. I thought he'd be sure to find his sur-

plice somewhere,' was Hurst's defence. 'And

when he did not come, and it got too late to do

anything, I judged it better to take the anthem

myself than to give it to a junior, who would be

safe to have made a mull of it. Better for the

judges and other strangers to hear a faded voice

in Helstonleigh Cathedral, than to hear bad sing-

ing.'

The master did not speak. So far, Hurst's

argument had reason.

' And—I beg your pardon for what I am about

to say, sir,' Hurst went on, ' but I hope you ^atII

allow me to assure you beforehand, that neither I,

nor my juniors under me, have had a hand in this

affair. Bywater has just told me that the surplice

is found, and how ; and blame is sure to be cast to
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US ; but 1 declare that not one of us lias been in

the mischief.'

Mr. Pye opened his eyes. ' What now ?' he

asked. ' What is the mischief ?'

' I found the surplice afterwards, sir,' Bywater

said. ' This is it.'

He spoke meaningly, as if preparing them for a

surprise, and pointed to a corner of the vestry.

There lay a clean, but tumbled sm-plice, half

soaked in ink. The head-master and Mr. Yorke,

the lay-clerks and choristers, all gathered round,

and stared in amazement.

' They shall pay me the worth of the surpKce,'

spoke Bywater, an angry shade crossing his usually

good-tem]3ered face.

' And get a double flogging into the bargain,'

exclaimed the master. ' Who has done this ?'

' It looks as though it had been rabbled up for

the purpose,' cried Hurst, in his schoolboy phi-ase-

ology, bending down and touching it gingerly with

his finger. ' The ink has been poured on it.'

' WTiere did you iind it ?' sharply demanded the

master—not that he was angry with the boys be-

fore him, but he felt angry in his mind that the

thing should have taken place.

' I found it behind the screen, su',' replied By-

water. ' I thought I'd look there, as a last resource,

and there it was. I should tliiuk nobody has
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been behind that screen for a twelvemonth past,

for it's over the ankles in dnst there.'

* And you know nothing of it, Hurst ?'

* Nothing whatever, su*,' was the reply of the

senior chorister, spoken earnestly. ' AVhen By-

water whispered to me what had occm-red, I set

it down, as the work of one of the choristers, and I

taxed them with it. But they all denied it strenu-

ously, and I beheve they spoke the truth. I put

them on their honour.'

The head-master peered at the choristers. In-

nocence was in every face—not guilt ; and he,

with Hurst, believed he must look elsewhere for

the culprit. That it had been done by a college

boy, there could be no doubt whatever; either

out of spite to ByNvater, or from pure love of mis-

chief. The king's scholars had no business in the

vestry ; but just at this period the cathedral was

undergoing repairs, and they could get in, if so

minded, at any time of the day, the doors being

left open for the convenience of the workmen.

The master turned out of the vestry. The

cathedral was emptied of its crowd, leaving nothing

but the dust to tell of what had been, and the bells

once more were pealing forth over the city. Mr.

Pye crossed the nave, and quitted the cathedral by

the cloister door, followed by the choristers. The

school-room, once the large refectory of the monks
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in monkisli days, was on tlie opposite side of the

cloisters ; a large, large room, wluch you gained

by steps, and whose high windows were many feet

from the ground. Could you have climbed to

those windows, so as to look from them, you would

have beheld a fair scene. A clear river wound

under the cathedral walls ; beyond its green banks

were greener meadows, stretching out in the dis-

tance ; far-famed hills, beautiful to look at, bound-

ing the horizon. Close by, were the prebendal

houses : some bmlt with red stone, some covered

with ivy, all venerable with age
;
pleasant gardens

sm-rounded most of them, and dark old elms

towered aloft, sheltering the rooks, which seemed

as old as the trees.

The king's scholars were in the school-room,

cramming their surplices into bags, or preparing

to walk home with them thrown upon their arms,

and making enough hubbub to alarm the rooks.

It dropped to a dead cahn at sight of the master.

On holidays—and this was one—it was not usual

for the masters to enter the school after service.

The school was founded by royal charter—its

number limited to forty boys, who were called

king's scholars, ten of whom, those whose voices

were the best, were chosen choristers. The master

marched to his desk, and made a sign for the boys

to approach, addressing himself to the senior boy.
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' Gaunt, some miscliief has been enacted in the

vestry, touching Bywater's surplice. Do you

know anything of it ?'

' No, su',' was the prompt answer. And Gaunt

was one who scorned to tell a lie.

The master ranged his eyes round the circle.

'Who does?' -

There was no reply. The boys looked at one

another, a sort of stolid surprise for the most part

predominating. Mr. Pye resumed :

—

' Bywater tells me that he left his clean surplice

in the vestry this morning. This afternoon it was

found, thrown behind the screen, tumbled together,

beyond all doubt pm-jiosely, and partially covered

with ink. I ask, who has done tliis ?'

' I have not, sir,' bm-st forth fi-om most of the

boys simultaneously. The seniors, of whom there

were three besides Gaunt, remained silent; but

this was nothing unusual, for the seniors, unless

questioned expressly, or taxed with a fault, did not

accustom themselves to a voluntary denial.

' I can only think this has been the result of

accident,' continued the head-master: 'it is in-

credible to suppose any one of you would Avan-

tonly destroy a surplice. If so, let that boy,

whoever it may have been, speak up honom-ably,

and I will forgive him. I conclude that the ink

must have been spilt upon it, I say, accidentally,
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and that lie then, in his consternation, tumbled the

siirplice together, and threw it out of sight be-

hind the screen. It had been more straightforward,

more in accordance with what I wish you all to be

—boys of thorough truth and honour—had he can-

didly confessed to it. But the fear of the moment

may have scared his good judgment away. Let him

acknowledge it now, and I will forgive him ; though

of com-se he must pay Bywater for another surplice.'

A dead silence.

' Do you hear, boys ?
' the master sternly asked.

No answer fi-om any one ; nothing but the con-

tinued silence. The master rose, and his counte-

nance assumed its most severe expression.

' Hear further, boys. That it is one of you, I am
convinced; and yom* refusing to speak compels

me to fear that it was not an accident, but a pre-

meditated, wicked act. I now warn you, whoever

did it, that if I can discover the author or authors,

he or they shall be punished with the utmost

severity, short of expulsion, that is allowed by the

rules of the school. Seniors, I call upon your aid

in this. Look to it.'

The master quitted the school-room, and Babel

broke loose—questioning, denying, protesting, one

of another. Bywater was surroimded.

'Won't there be a stunning flogging? By-

water, v/ho did it ? Do you know ?

'
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Bywater sat himself astride over the end of a

bench, and nodded. The senior boy turned to

him, some slight surprise in his look and tone.

' Do you know, Bywater ?
'

* Pretty well. Gaunt. There are two fellows in

this school, one's at yom- desk, one's at the second

desk, and I belieye they'd either of them do me a

nasty turn if they could. It was one of them.'

' ^Mio dy'e mean ? ' asked Gaunt, eagerly.

Bywater laughed. 'Thank you. If I tell

now, it may defeat the ends of justice, as the

newspapers say. I'll wait till I am sure—and

then, let him look to himself. I won't spare him,

and I don't fancy Pye will.'

' You'll never find out, if you don't find out at

once, Bywater,' cried Hurst.

' Shan't I ? You'll see,' was the significant answer.

' It's some distance from here to the vestry of the

cathedral, and a fellow could scarcely steal there

and steal back Avithout being seen by somebody.

It was done stealthily, mark you; and when folks

go on stealthy errands they are safe to be met.'

Before he had finished speaking, a gentlemanly-

looking boy of about twelve, with delicate features, a

damask flush on his face, and wavy auburn hair,

sprung up with a start. ' Why !
' he exclauncd,

' I saw ' And there he came to a sudden halt,

and the flush on his cheek grew deeper, and
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then faded again. It was a face of exceeding

beauty, refined almost as a girl's, and it liad

gained for him in the school the isolriquet of ' Miss.'

' What's the matter with you, ^liss Charley ?'

' Oh, nothing, Bywater.'

' Charley Channing,' exclaimed Gaunt, ' do you

know who did it ?

'

*If I did, Gaunt, I should not tell,' was the

fearless answer.

* Do you know it, Charley ?' cried Tom Chan-

ning, who was one of the seniors of the school.

'Where's the good of asking that wretched

little muff?' burst forth Gerald Yorke. 'He's

only a girl. How do you know it was not one of

the lay-clerks, Bywater? They can7 ink in their

pockets, I'll lay. Or any of the masons might

have gone into the vestry, for the matter of that.'

' It wasn't a lay-clerk, and it wasn't a mason,'

stoically nodded Bywater. ' It was a college boy.

And I shaU lay my finger upon him as soon as

I'm a little bit surer than I am. I am three parts

sure now.'

'If Charley Channing does not suspect some-

body, I'm not here,' exclaimed Hurst, who had

closely watched the movement spoken of; and he

brought his hand down fiercely on the desk as he

spoke. ' Come, Miss Channing, just shell out

what you know ; it's a shame the choristers should
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lie under the ban : and of course we shall do so,

with Pye.'

'You be quiet, Hurst, and let Miss Charley-

alone,' drawled Bpvater. 'I don't want him, or

anybody else, to get pummelled to powder ; I'll

find it out for myself, I say. Won't my old aunt

be in a way though, when she sees the surplice,

and finds she has got another to make? I say.

Hurst, didn't you croak out that solo ! Their lord-

ships in the wigs will be solicitmg your photograph

as a keepsake.'

'I hope they'll set it in diamonds,' retorted

Hurst.

The boys began to file out, putting on their

trenchers as they clattered down the steps.

Charley Channing sat himself down in the clois-

ters on a pile of books, as if willing that the rest

should pass out before him. His brother saw him

sitting there, and came up to him, speaking in an

undertone :

—

'Charley, you know the rules of the school:

one boy must not tell of another. As Bywater

says, you'd get pummelled to powder.'

' Look here, Tom. I tell you
'

'Hold your tongue, boy !' sharply cried Tom

Channing. 'Do you forget that I am a senior?

You heard the master's words. We know no

brothers in school life, you must remember.'
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Charley laughed. 'Tom, you think I am a

child, I believe. I didn't enter the school yester-

day. All I was going to tell you was this : I don't

know, any more than you, who inked the surplice

;

and suspicion goes for nothing.'

'All right,' said Tom Channing, as he flew

after the rest ; and Charley sat on, and fell into a

reverie.

The senior boy of the school, you have heard,

was Gaunt. The other three seniors, Tom Chan-

ning, Harry Huntley, and Gerald Yorke, possessed

a considerable deal of power ; but nothing equal

to that vested in Gaunt. They had all three

entered the school on the same day, and had kept

pace with each other as they worked their way up

in it, consequently not one could be said to hold

the priority; and when Gaunt should quit the

school at the follovraig Michaelmas, one of the

three would become senior. Which? you may

wish to ask. Ah, we don't know that, yet.

Charley Channing—a truthful, good boy, full of

integrity, kind and loving by nature, and a uni-

versal favourite—sat tilted on the books. He was

wishing with all his heart that he had not seen

something which he had seen that day. He had

been going through the cloisters in the afternoon,

about the time that all Helstonleigh, college boys

included, were in the streets watching for the

VOL. I. c
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sheriff's procession, when he saw one of the seniors

steal (Bywater had been happy in the epithet) ont

of the cathedral into the quiet cloisters, peer about

him, and then throw a broken ink-bottle over into

the graveyard which the cloisters inclosed. The

boy stole away without perceiving Charley ; and

there sat Charley now, trying to persuade himself

by some ingenious sophistry—which, however, he

knew was sophistry—that the senior might not

have been the one in the mischief ; that the ink-

bottle might have been on legitimate duty, and

that he threw it fr-om him because it was broken.

Charles Channing did not like these unpleasant

secrets. There was in the school a code of

honour—the boys called it so—that one should

not tell of another ; and if the head-master ever

went the length of calling the seniors to his

aid, those seniors deemed themselves compelled

to declare it, if the fault became known to

them. Hence Tom Channing's hasty an-est of

his brother's words.

' I w^onder if I could see the ink-bottle there ?

'

quoth Cliarles to himself. Rising from the books

he ran through the cloisters to a certain part, and

there, by a dexterous spring, perched himself on

to the frame of the open mullioned windows. The

gravestones lay pretty thick in the square, inclosed

yard, the long, dank grass growing around them

;
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but there appeared to be no trace of an ink-

bottle.

' What on earth are you mounted up there for ?

Come down instantly. You know the row there

has been about the walls getting defaced.'

The speaker was Gerald Yorke, who had come

up silently. Openly disobey him, young Cbanning

dared not, for the seniors exacted obedience in

school and out of it. ' I'll get down directly, sir.

I am not hurting the wall.'

' What are you looking at ? What is there t<j

see ? ' demanded Yorke.

' Nothing particular. I was looldng for what I

can't see,' pointedly returned Charley.

'Ijook here, Miss Channing; I don't quite

understand you to-day. You were excessively

mysterious in the school, just now, over that sm--

plice affair. Who's to know you were not in the

mess yourself?'

' I think you might know it,' returned Charley,

as he jumped down. ' It was more likely to have

been you than I.'

Yorke laid hold of him, clutching his jacket

with a firm grasp. ' You insolent ape on two legs !

Now ! what do you mean ? You don't stir from

here till you tell me.'

' I'll tell you, Mr. Yorke ; I'd rather tell,' cried

the boy, sinking his voice to a whisper. ' I was
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here when you came peeping out of the college

doors this afternoon, and I saw you come up to

this niche, and fling away an ink-bottle.'

Yorke's face flushed scarlet. He was a tall,

strong fellow, with a pale complexion, thick, pro-

jecting lips, and black hair, promising fair to make

a Hercules—but all the Yorkes were finely h'amed.

He gave young Channing a taste of his strength ;

the boy, when shaken, was in his hands as a very

reed. ' You miserable imp ! Do you know who is

said to be the father of lies ?

'

' Let me alone, su\ It's no lie, and you know

it's not. But I promise you on my honour that I

won't split. I'll keep it in close ; always, if I can.

The worst of me is, I bring things out sometimes

without thought,' he added ingenuously. ' I know

I do ; but I'll try and keep in this. You needn't

be in a passion, Yorke ; I couldn't help seeing

what I did. It wasn't my fault.'

Yorke's face had gone purple with passion.

' Charles Channing, if you don't unsay what you

have said, I'll beat you to within an inch of your

life.'

' I can't unsay it,' was the answer.

' You can't !' reiterated Yorke, grasping him as

a hawk would a jjigeon. * How dare you brave

me to my presence? Unsay the lie you have

told.'
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' I am in God's presence, Yorke, as well as in

yours,' cried the boy, reverently ;
' and I dare not

tell a lie.'

' Then take your whacking ! I'll teach you

what it is to invent fabrications ! I'll put you up

for
'

Yorke's tongue and hands stopped. Turning

out of the private cloister entrance of the deanery,

right upon them, had come Dr. Gardner, one of

the prebendaries. He cast a displeased glance at

Yorke, not speaking ; and little Channing, toucliing

his trencher to the doctor, flew to the place where

he had left his books, caught them up, and ran

out of the cloisters towards home.
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CHAPTEE II.

BAD NEWS.

The ground near the cathedral, occupied by the

deanery and the prebendal residences, was called the

'Boundaries.' There Avere a few other houses in

it, mostly of a moderate size, inhabited by private

lamihes. Across the open gravel promenade, in

front of the south cloister entrance, was the house

appropriated to the head-master ; and the Chan-

nings lived in a smaller one, nearly on the con-

fines of the Boundaries. A portico led into it, and

there was a sitting-room on either side the hall.

Charley entered ; and was going, full dash, across

the hall to a small room where the boys studied,

singing at the top of his voice, when the old ser-

vant of the family, Judith, an antiquated body, in

a snow-white mob cap and check apron, met him,

and seized his arm.

' Hush, child ! There's ill news in the house.'
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Charley droj^ped his voice to an awe-struck

whisper. ' Wliat is it, Judith ? Is papa worse ?'

' Child ! there's illness of mind as well as of

body. I dichi't say sickness ; I said ill news, I

don't rightly understand it; the mistress said a

word to me, and I guessed the rest. And it was

me that took in the letter ! 3Ie ! I wish I'd put it

in my kitchen fire first
!'

' Is it—Judith, is it news of the—the cause ? Is

it over ?'

'It's over, as I gathered. 'Twas a London

letter, and it came by the afternoon post. All the

poor master's hopes and dependencies for years

have been wrested out of him. And if they'd give

me my way, I'd prosecute them postmen for bring-

ing such iU luck to a body's door.'

Charles stood, sometliing like a statue, the

bright, sensitive colour deserting his cheek. One

of those causes, Might versus Right, of which there

are so many in the world, had been pending in the

Channing family for years and years. It involved

a considerable amount of money, which ought,

long ago, to have devolved peaceably to Mr.

Channing ; but Might was against him, and Might

threw it into Chancery. The decision of the Vice-

Chancellor had been given for Mr. Channing, upon

which Might, in his overbearing power, carried it
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to a liiglier tribunal. Possibly the final decision,

from which there could be no appeal, had now

come.

' Judith,' Charles asked, after a pause, ' did you

hear whether—whether the letter—I mean the

news—had anything to do with the Lord Chan-

cellor ?'

' Oh, bother the Lord Chancellor !' was Judith's

response. ' It had to do with somebody that's an

enemy to yoiu* poor papa. I know that much.

Wlio's this ?'
;

The hall door had opened, and Judith and

Charles turned towards it. A gay, bright-featured

young man of three-and-twenty entered, tall and

handsome, as it was in the nature of the Chan-

nings to be. He was the eldest son of the family,

James ; or, as he was invariably styled, Hamish.

He rose sis foot two in his stockings, was well

made, and upright. In grace and strength of

frame the Yorkes and the Chauniugs stood A 1 in

Helstonleigh.

' Now, then ! What are you two concocting ?

Is he coming over you again to let him make more

toffy, Judy, and burn out the bottom of another

saucepan ?'

' Hamish, Judy says there's some bad news

oome in by the London post. I'm afraid the Lord
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Chancellor has given judgment—given it against

us.'

The careless smile, the half-mocking expression

left the lips of Hamish. He glanced from Judith

to Charles, fi'om Charles to Judith. ' Is it sure ?
'

he breathed.

' It's sure that it's awful news of some sort,' re-

turned Judith ;
' and the mistress, she said to me

that all was over now. They be all in there, but

you two,' pointing with her linger to the parlour

on the left oi the hall ;
' and you had better go in

to them. Master Hamish—

'

'WeU?' returned Hamish, in a tone of ab-

straction.

' You must every one of you just make the best

of it, and comfort the poor master. You be young

and strong ; while he—you know what he is. You,

in special, Master Hamish, for you're the eldest

bom, and were the first of 'em as ever I nursed

upon my knee.'

' Of course—of course,' he hastily replied. ' But,

oh, Judith ! you don't know the half of the ill this

must bring upon us ! Come along, Charley ; let

us hear the worst.'

Laying liis arm with an affectionate gesture

round the boy's neck, Hamish drew him towards

the parlour. It was a square, light, cheerful room.
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Not the best room: that was on the other side

the hall. On a sofa, underneath the window, re-

clined Mr. Channing, his head and shoulders partly-

raised by cushions. His illness had continued

long, and now, it was feared, had become chronic.

A remarkably fine specimen of manhood he must

have been in his day, his countenance one of

thoughtful goodness, pleasant to look upon.

Arthur, the second son, had inherited its thought-

fulness, its expression of goodness; James, its

beauty ; but there was a great likeness between all

the four sons. Arthm*, but nineteen, was nearly

as tall as his brother. He stood bending over the

arm of his father's sofa. Tom, looking sadly

blank and cross, sat at the table, his elbows lean-

ing on it. Mrs. Channing's pale, sweet face was

bent towards her daughter's, Constance, a gTaceful

girl of one-and-twenty ; and Annabel, a trouble-

some young lady of nearly fourteen, was surrepti-

tiously giving twitches to Tom's ban-.

i^'thur moved from the place next his father

when he saw Hamish, as if yielding him the right

to stand there. A more imited, cordial family it

would be impossible to find. The brothers and
sisters loved each other dearly, and Hamish they

almost reverenced—saving Annabel. Plenty of

love the child possessed ; but of reverence, little.
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AVith liis gay good humoiir, and liis indulgent,

merry-liearted spirit, Hamisli Clianning was one to

earn love as Ms right, somewhat thoughtless

though he was. Thoroughly well, in the highest

sense of the term, had the Channings been reared.

Not of their o^vn wisdom had Mr. and Mrs. Chan-

nino; trained theu' children.

'What's the matter, sir?' asked Hamish,

smoothing his brow, and suffering the hopeful

smile to return to his hps. ' Judith says some out-

rageous luck has arrived ; come express, by post.'

'Joke wliile you may, Hamisli,' interposed IMrs.

Channing, in a low voice ;
' I shrink from telling

it you. Can you not guess the news ?

'

Hamish looked round at each, individually, with

his sunny smile, and then let it rest upon his

mother. ' The very worst I can guess is not so

bad. We are all here in our accustomed health.

Had we sent Annabel up in that new balloon they

are advertising, I might fancy it had capsized Adth

her—as it idll some day. Annabel, never you be

persuaded to mount the air in that fashion.'

' Hamish ! Hamish
!

' gently reproved Mrs. Chan-

ning. But perhaps she discerned the motive

which actuated him. Annabel clapped her hands.

She would have thought it great fun to go up in a

balloon.
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' Well, mother, the worst tidings that the whole

world could bring upon us cannot, I say, be very

dreadful, while we can discuss them as we are

doing now,' said Hamish. ' I suppose the Lord

Chancellor has pronounced against us ?

'

' Irrevocably. The suit is for ever at an end,

and we have lost it.'

'Hamish is right,' interrupted Mr. Channing.

' When the letter came, I was for a short wliile

overwhelmed. But I begin to see it already in a

less desponding light ; and by to-morrow I dare

say I shall be cheerful over it. One blessed thing

—children, I say it advisedly, a " blessed " thing

—

the worry will be over.'

Charley lifted his head. ' The worry, papa ?'

*Ay, my boy. The agitation—the perpetual

excitement—the sickening suspense—the yearn-

ing for the end. You cannot understand this,

Charley; you can none of you picture it, as it

has been, for me. Could I have got abroad, hke

other men, it would have shaken itself off amidst

the bustle of the world, and have pressed upon

me only at odd times and seasons. But here

have I lain, that suspense my companion always.

It was not right, so to allow the anxiety to work

upon me : but I could not help it ; I really could

not'
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' We shall manage to do without it, papa,' said

Arthur.

' Yes ; after a bit, we shall manage very well.

The worst is, we are backward in our payments

;

for you know how surely I counted upon it. It

ought to have been mine ; it was mine by the full

right of justice, though it now seems the law was

against me. It is a great affliction ; but it is one

of those which may be borne with an open brow.'

' What do you mean, papa ?'

' Afflictions are of two kinds—as I class them.

The one we bring upon ourselves, through our o^vn

misconduct ; the other is laid upon us by God for

our real advantage. Yes, my boys, we receive

many blessings in disguise. Trouble of this sort

will only serve to draw out your manly energies,

to make you engage vigorously in the business of

life, to strengthen your self-dependence and your

trust in God. ; This calamity of the lawsuit we

must all meet' bravely. One mercy, at any rate,

the news has brought with it.'

'What is that?' asked Mrs. Channing, lifting

her sad face.

' When I have glanced to the possibility of the

decision being against me, I have wondered how

I should pay the long and heavy costs ; whether

our home must not be broken up to do it, and om'-
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selves turned out upon the world. But the costs

are not to fall upon me ; all are to be paid out of

the estate.'

* There's good news !' ejaculated Hamish, his

face radiant, as he nodded around.

' My darling boys/ resumed Mr. Channing, ' you

must all work, and do your best. I had thought

this money would have made things easier for you

;

but it is not to be. Not that I would have a boy

of mine cherish for a moment the sad and vain

di'eam which some do—that of living in idleness.

God has sent us all into the Avorld to work ; some

with theh hands, some with their heads ; all ac-

cording to their station. You will not be the

worse off,' Mr. Channing added with a smile,

' for working a bit harder than you tliought would

be necessary.'

' Perhaps the money may come to us, after all,

by some miracle,' suggested Charley.

' No,' replied Mr. Channing. ' It has gone

wholly from us. It is as much lost to us as

though we had never possessed a claim to it.'

It was even so. This decision of the Lord

Chancellor had taken it from the Channing family

for ever.

* Never mind !' cried Tom, throwing up his

trencher, which he had carelessly carried into the
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room with him. ' As papa says, we have our hands

and brains : and they often win the race against

money in the long run/

Yes. The boys had active hands and healthy

brains—no despicable inheritance, when added to a

firm faith in God, and an ardent wish to serve

Him.
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CHAPTEE III.

CONSTANCE CHANNING.

How true is the old proverb—•' Man proposes and

God disposes !' God's ways are not as our ways.

His dealings with us are often mysterious, but

the eye of Faith can detect His hand in all the

varied dispensations of Providence.

It was on this truth that the Channing family

reposed, when the long-suspended blow fell and

swept away their worldly prosperity.

I am not sure that we can quite picture to our-

selves the nfe that had been Mr. Channing's. Of

gentle birth, and reared to no profession, the in-

heritance which ought to have come to him was

looked upon as a sufficient independence. That

it would come to him had never been doubted by

himself or by others ; and it was only at the very

moment when he thought he was going to take

possession of it, that some enemy set uj) a claim

and threw it nto Chancery. You may cavil at
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the word " enemy," but it could certainly not be

looked upon as the act of a friend. By every right,

by every justice, it belonged to James Channing

;

but he who put in his claim, taking advantage of

a quibble of law, was a rich man and a mighty

one. I should not like to get possession of an-

other person's money in such manner. I should

have the good, old-fashioned, wholesome fear upon

me, that it would bring no good either to me or

mine.

James Channing never supposed but the money

would be his some time. Meanwhile he sought

and obtained emj)loyment to occupy his days, to

bring ' grist to the mill,' until the patrimony should

come. Hoping, hoping, hoping on ; lioping and

disappointment, hoping and disappointment—there

was nothing else for years and years; and you

know who has said, that ' Hope deferred maketh

the heart sick.' There have been many such cases

in the world, but I question, I say, if we can quite

realize them. However, the end was come—the

certainty of disappointment ; and Mr. Channing

was already beginning to be thankful that the sus-

pense, at any rate, Avas over.

He was the head of an office—or it may be

more correct to say, the head of the Helstonleigh

branch of it, for the establishment was a London

VOL. I. D
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one—a large, important concern, comprising various

departments of insurance. Hamisli was in the

same office ; and since Mr. Clianning's rkeumatism

liad become chronic, it was Hamish who chiefly

transacted the business at the office, generally

bringing home the books when he left, and going

over them in the evening with Mr, Charming.

Thus the business was as effectually transacted,

and Mr. Channing retained his salary. The du'ec-

tors were contented that it should be so, for Mr.

Channing possessed their thorough respect and

esteem.

After the ill-news was communicated to them,

the boys left the parlour, and assembled in a group

in the study, at the back, to talk it over. Con-

stance was with them, but they Avould not admit

Annabel. A shady, pleasant, untidy room was

that study, opening to a cool, shady garden. It

had oil-cloth on the floor instead of carpeting, and

books and playthings were strewed about it.

' What an awful shame it is there should be so

much injustice in the world
!

' spoke passionate

Tom, flinging his ' Euripides ' on the table.

' But for one thing, I should be rather glad the

worry's over,' cried Hamish. ' We know the worst

now—that we have only ourselves to trust to.'

' Our hands and brains, as Tom said,' remarked
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Charley. 'What is the "one thing" that you

mean, Hamish ?

'

Hamish laid hold of Charley by the waist, lifted

him up, and let him drop again. ' It is what

does not concern little boys to know : and I

don't see why you should be in here with us,

young sir, any more than Annabel.'

' A presentiment that this would be the ending

has been upon me some time,' broke in the gentle

voice of Constance. ' In my own mind I have

kept laying out plans for us all. You see, it is

not as if we should enjoy the full income that we

have hitherto done.'

'"VMiat's that, Constance?' asked Tom, hotly.

' The decision does not touch papa's salary ; and

you heard him say that the costs were to l)e paid

out of the estate. A pretty thing it would be if

any big-wigged Lord Chancellor could take away

tlie money that a man works hard for
!'

'Hasty, as usual, Tom,' she smiled. 'You know

—we all know—that, counting fully upon this

money, papa is behind in his payments. They

must be paid off now in the best way that may
be : and it will take so much from his income.

It will make no difference to you, Tom : all you

"an do is to try on heartily for the seniorship and

the exhibition.'

D 2
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' Oil, Avon't it make a difference to me, tlioiigli
!'

retorted Tom. 'And suppose I don't gain it,

Constance ?'

'Then you will have to work all the harder,

Tom, in some other walk of life. Failing the

exhibition, of course there will be no chance of

your getting to the university ; and you must give

up hopes of entering the Church. The worst off

—the one upon whom tliis disappointment must

fall the hardest—will be Arthm-.'

Arthiu- Channing—astride on the arm of the

old-fasliioned sofa—lifted his large deep blue eyes

to Constance, with a flash of inteUigence: it

seemed to say, that she only spoke of what he

abeady knew. He had been silent hitherto ; he

was of a silent nature : a quiet, loving, tender

nature : while the rest spoke, he was content to

think.

' Ay, that it will !' exclaimed Hamish. ' What

will become of your articles now, Arthur ?'

It should be explained that Ai'thur had entered

the office of IMi-. GalloAvay, who was a proctor,

and also was steward to the Dean and Chapter.

Arthur was only a subordinate in it, a paid clerk

—and upon very short pay, too ; but it was in-

tended that he should enter upon his articles as

soon as this money should be theirs, to enable
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IMr. Channing to pay for them. Hamisli might

well ask what would become of his articles now.

* I can't see a single step before me,' cried

Arthnr, ' save that I must stay on as I am, a paid

clerk.'

'What rubbish, Arthur!' flashed Tom—who

possessed a considerable share of temper when it

was touched. ' As if you, Arthur Channing,

could remain a paid clerk at Galloway's ! Why,

you'd be on a level with Jenkins—old Jenkins's

son. Eoland Yorke ivould look down on you

then ; worse than he does now. And that need

not be !'

The sensitive crimson dyed the fair open brow

of Arthur. Of all the failings that he found it

most difficult to subdue in his own heart, pride

bore the greatest share. From the moment the

ill-news had come to his father, the boy felt that

he should have to do fierce battle Avith his pride

;

that there was ever-recurring mortification laid

up in store for it. ' But I can battle Avith it,' he

bravely whispered to himself: ' and I will do it.

God helping me.'

'I may whistle for my new cricket-bat and

stumps now,' grumbled Tom.

'And I Avonder when I shall get my new

clothes?' added Charley.
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' How selfish we all are !' broke forth Arthur.

' Selfish ?' chafed Tom.

'Yes, selfish. Here we are, croaking over our

petty disappointments, and forgetting the worse

share that falls upon papa. Failing this money,

how will he get to the German baths ?'

A pause of consternation. In their own
grievances the boys had lost sight of the hope

which had recently been shared by them all. An
eminent physician, passing tlu'ough Helstonleigh,

had seen Mr. Chanuing, and given his opinion

that if he would visit certain medicinal spas in

Germany, health might be restored to him.

When the cause shoidd be terminated in their

favour, Mr. Channing had intended to set out.

But now it was given against him ; and hope of

setting out was gone.

' I wish I could carry him on my back to Ger-

many, and work to keep him while he stayed

there !' impulsively spoke Tom. ' Wretchedly

selfish we have been, to dwell on our disappoint-

ments, by the side of papa's. I wish I was older
!'

Constance was standing against the window.

She was of middle height, thoroughly ladylike

and graceful; her featm-es fair and beautiful,

and her dark blue eyes and smooth white brow
Avonderfully like Ai-thur's. She wore a muslin
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dress with a delicate pink sprig upon it, the lace

of its open sleeves falling on her pretty white

hands, which were playing unconsciously with a

sprig of jessamine, while she listened to her

brothers, as each spoke.

' Tom,' she interjDosed, in answer to the last

remark, 'it is of no use wishing for impossibili-

ties. We must look steadfastly at things as they

exist, and see what is the best that can be

made of them. All that you and Charles can

do is to work well on at your studies—Annabel

the same ; and it is to be hoped this blow will

take some of her flightiness out of her. Hamish,

and Arthur, and I, must try and act more

actively.'

'You!' echoed Arthur. 'Why, what can you

do, Constance ?'

A soft blush rose to her cheeks. ' I tell you

that I have seemed to anticipate this,' she said,

' and my mind has busied itself with plans and

projects. I shall look out for a situation as daily

governess.'

A groan of anger burst from Tom. His quick

temper, and Ai-thur's pride, alike rose ujd and

resented the words. ' A daily governess ! Its

only another name for servant. Fine, that would

be, for Miss Channing
!'
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Constance laughed. ' Ob, Tom ! there are

worse misfortunes at sea. I would go out wholly,

but that papa would not like to spare me, and I

must take Annabel for music and other things in

an evening. Don't look cross. It is an excellent

thought ; and I shan't mind it.'

' What will mamma say ?' asked Tom, ironi-

cally. ' You just ask her
!'

' Mamma knows,' replied Constance. * Mamma
has had her fears about the termination of the

lawsuit, like I have. Ah ! while you boys were

laughing and joking, and pursuing your sports, or

your studies of a night, I and mamma would be

talking over the shadowed future. I told mamma
that if the time and the necessity came for my
turning my education and talents to account, I

should do it with a willing heart ; and mamma,

being rather more sensible than her impetuous

son Tom, cordially approved.'

Tom made a paper bullet and flung it at Con-

stance, his honest eyes half laughing.

' So should I approve,' said Hamish. ' It is a

case, taking into consideration my father's state,

in which all of us should help who are able. Of

course, were you boys grown up and getting money,

Constance should be exempt from aiding and abet-

ting ; but as it is, it is different. There will be
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no disgrace in her becoming a governess; and

Helstonleigh will never think it. She is a lady

always, and so she would be if she were to turn

to and wash up dishes. The only doubt is
'

He stopped, and looked hesitatingly at Con-

stance ; and, as if j)enetrating his meaning, her

eyes fell before his.

' Whether Yorke will like it,' went on

Hamish, as if he had made no halt in his sentence.

And the pretty blush in Constance Channing's

face deepened to a hot, glow^ing crimson ; and

Tom made a whole heap of bullets at once, and

showered them on to her.

' So, Hamish—be quiet, Tom !—you may inquire

all over Helstonleigh to-morrow, whether anybody

wants a governess ; a well-trained young lady of

twenty-one, who can play, and sing, and paint,

and speak really good English, and decent French,

and has a smattering of German,' rattled on

Constance, as if to cover her blushes. ' I shall

ask forty guineas a-year. Do you think I shall

get it?'

' I think you ought to ask eighty,' said

Arthur.

'So I would, if I were thirty-one instead of

twenty-one,' said Constance. ' Oh dear ! here am
I, laughing and joking over it, but it is a serious
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tiling to undertake—the instruction of the young.

I hoj)e I shall be enabled to do my duty in it.

What's that ?'

It was a merry, mocking laugh, wliich came

from the outside of the window, and then a head

of auburn hair, all wild and entangled, was pushed

up, and in burst Annabel, her saucy dark eyes

dancing with delight.

' You locked me out, but I have been outside

the window and heard it all,' cried she, dancing

before them in the most provoking manner.

•' Arthur can only be a paid clerk, and Constance

is going to be a governess and get forty guineas

a-year, and if Tom doesn't gain his exhibition he

must turn bell-ringer to the college, for papa can't

pay for him at the university now !'

' What do you deserve, you mcked little pictm-e

of deceit ?' demanded Hamish. ' Do you forget

the old story of the listener who lost his ears ?'

'I always do listen whenever I can, and I

always will,' avowed Annabel. 'I have warned

you so a hundred times over, and I now warn you

again. I wish Tom would turn bell-ringer ! I'd

make him ring a peal that should astonish Helston-

leigh, the day Constance goes out as governess.

Shan't I have a fine time of it ! It's lessons for

me now, morning, noon, and night,—she's always



THE CHAJSTNINGS. 43

worrying me ; but once let us get her back turned,

and I shall have whole holiday ! She may think

I'll do my lessons with her at night ; but I won't
!'

The boys began to chase her round the table.

She was nearly a match for all four—a trouble-

some, indulged, sunny-hearted cliild, who de-

lighted in committing faults, that she might have

the pleasure of avowing them. She got out into

the garden, first knocking over Constance's paint-

box, and some of them went after her.

At that moment Mr. Yorke came in. You have

seen him once before, in his place in Helstonleigh

Cathedral: a tall, slender man, with pale, well-

forn;ied features, and an attractive smile. His

dark eyes rested on Constance as he entered, and

once more the brilliant colour lighted up her

face. When prospects should be a little better

—

that is, when Mr. Yorke should get a sufficient

living bestowed upon him—Constance was to be-

come his wife. His stipend from the minor

canonry was at present but trifling.

' Judith met me in the hall as I was going into

the parlour, and told me I had better come here,'

he observed. ' She said bad news had anived for

Mr. Channing.'

* Yes,' answered Hamish. ' The lawsuit is

lost.'
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' Lost !' echoed Mr. Yorke.

'Irrevocably. We were discussing ways and

means amongst ourselves,' said Hamisb, 'for of

course this changes prospects materially.'

' And Constance is going out as a governess, if

she can get anybody to take her, and Arthur is to

plod on with Joe Jenkins, and Tom means to

apply for the post of bell-ringer to the cathedral,'

interposed the incorrigible Annabel, who had once

more darted in, and heard the last words. ' Can

you recommend Constance to a place, Mr. Yorke ?'

He treated the information lightly ; he laughed

at and with Annabel ; but Constance noticed that

a flush crossed his brow, and that he quitted the

subject.

' Has the inked surplice been found out, Tom,—

I

mean the culprit ?'

' Not yet, Mr. Yorke.'

' Charles, you can tell me who it was, I hear ?'

There was a startled glance for a moment in

Charles's eye, as he looked up at Mr. Yorke, and

an unconscious meaning in his tone.

' Why, do you know who it was, sir ?'

' Not I,' said Mr. Yorke. ' I know that, who-

ever it may have been, he deserves a sound flog-

ing, if he did it wilfully.'

' Then, sir, why did you suppose I knew ?'
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'I met Hai'stjust now, and lie stopped me, with

the news that he was sure Charley Channing

could put his hand upon the offender, if he chose

to do it. It was not yom-self, was it Charley ?'

Mr. Yorke laughed as he asked the question.

Charley laughed also, but in a constrained manner.

Meanwhile the others, to whom the topic had been

as Sanscrit, inquired an explanation, which Mr.

Yorke gave, so far as his cognisance went.

' What a shame to spoil a surplice ! Have you

cause to suspect any particular boy, Charley ?' de-

manded Hamish.

'Don't ask him in my presence,' interrupted

Tom, in the same hurried manner that he had

used in the cloisters. ' I should be compelled

in honour to inform the master, and Charley

would get liis life thrashed out of him by the

school.'

'Don't you ask me, either, Mr. Yorke,' said

Charles ; and the tone of his voice, still un-

consciously to himself, bore a strangely serious

earnestness.

' Why not ?' returned Mr. Yorke ' I am not a

senior of the college school, and under obedience

to its head-master.'

' If you are all to stop in this room, I and Tom

shall never get our lessons done,' was all the reply
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made by Charles, as he drew a chair to the table

and opened his exercise books.

'And I never could afford that,' cried Tom fol-

lowing his example, and looking out the books he

requu-ed. ' It won't do to let Huntley and Yorke

get ahead of me.'

' Trying for the seniorship as strenuously as ever,

Tom ?' asked I\Ir. Yorke.

' Of course I am,' replied Tom Channing, lifting

his eyes in slight surprise. ' And I hope I shall

get it'

' Which of the three stands the best chance ?'

* Well,' said Tom, ' it will be about a neck-and-

neck race between us. My name stands first on

the rolls of the school ; therefore, were our merits

equal, in strict justice it ought to be given to me.

But the master could pass, me over if he pleased,

and fix upon either of the other two.'

' Which of those two stands first on the rolls ?'

' Harry Huntley. Yorke is the last. But that

does not count for much, you know, Mr. Yorke, as

we all entered together. They enrolled us ac-

cording as om- initial letter stood in the alphabet.'

' It will turn wholly upon your scholastic merits,

then ? I hear—but Helstonleigh is famous for its

gossip—that in pnst times it has frequently gone

by favour.'
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' So it has,' said Tom Channing, throwing back

his head with a whole world of indignation in the

action. 'Eligible boys have been passed over,

and the most incapable dolt set up above them

;

all because his friends were in a good position,

and hand-in-glove with the head-master. I don't

mean Pye, you know : before he came. It's said

the last case was so flagrant that it got to the ears

of the dean, and he interfered and forbid favour

for the future. At any rate, there's an impression

running through the school that merits and con-

duct, taken together, will be allowed fair play.'

' Conduct ?' echoed Arthur Channing.

Tom nodded :
—

' Conduct is to be brought in,

this time. One day, when the first desk got into a

row with the head-master, through some mischief

we had gone into out of school, he asked us if we

were aware that our conduct, as it might be good

or ill, might gain or lose us the seniorship. Yorke,

who is bold enough, you know, for ten, remarked

that that was a new dodge, and the master over-

heard the words, and said. Yes, he was happy to

say there were many new " dodges " he had seen

fit to introduce, whicli he trusted might tend to

make the school different from what it had been.

Of course we had the laugh at Yorke ; but the

master took no more notice. Since then, I assure
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you, Mr. Yorke, our behaviour has been a pattern

for young ladies— mine, and Huntley's, and

Yorke's ; for we don't care to lose a chance.'

Tom Channing nodded sagaciously as he con-

cluded, and they left the room free for liim and

Charles.
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CHAPTEE IV.

NO HOLIDAY TO-DAY.

' Now, Constance, that we have a moment alone,

what is this about you?' began Mr. Yorke, as

they stood together in the garden.

'Annabel said the truth—that I do think of

going out as daily governess,' she rej^lied, bending

over a carnation to hide the blush which rose in

her cheeks, a very rival to the blushing flower.

' It is a great misfortune that has fallen upon us

—at least we can only look at it in that light

at present, and will, beyond doubt, be productive

of some embarrassment. Do you not see, WiUiam,

that it is incumbent upon us all to endeavour to

lighten this embarrassment, those of us who can ?

I must assume my share.'

Mr. Yorke was silent. Constance took it for

granted that he was displeased. He was of a very

good family, and she supposed he disliked the

step she was about to take—that he deemed it

would be derogatory to his future wife.

VOL. I. E
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' Have you fully made up your mind ?' lie at

length asked.

' Yes. I have talked it over with mamma—for

indeed she and I both seem to have anticipated

this—and she thinks with me, that it is what I

ought to do. WilKam, how could I reconcile it

to my conscience not to help?' she continued.

* Think of papa ! think of his strait ! It appears

to be a plain duty thrown in my jiath.'

' By yourself, Constance ?'

'Not by myself,' she whisj)ered, lifting for a

moment her large blue eyes. ' William, William,

do not be displeased with me! do not forbid it!

It is honourable to work—it is right to do what

we can. Strive to see it in the right light.'

' Let that carnation alone, Constance
;

give

your attention to me. What if I do forbid it ?'

She walked a little forward, quitting the car-

nation bed, and halted under the shade of the

dark cedar tree, her heart and her colour alike

fading. Mr. Yorke followed, and stood before

her.

'William, I must do my duty. There is no

other way open to me, by which I can earn some-

thing to help in this time of need, save that of

becoming a governess. Many a lady, better born

than I, has done it before me.'

' A daily governess, I think you said ?'
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' Papa could not spare me to go out entirely

;

Annabel could not spare me ; and '

' I would not spare you,' lie struck in, filling up

her pause. 'Was that what you were about to

say, Constance?'

The rosy hue stole over her face again, and a

sweet smile to her lips :
' William, if you will

but sanction it ! I shall go about it then with the

lightest heart
!'

He looked at her with an expression she did

not understand, and shook his head, Constance

thought it a negative shake, and her hopes fell

again. 'You did not answer my question,' said

Mr. Yorke. ' What if I forbid it ?'

' But it seems to be my duty,' she urged from

between her pale and parted lips.

' Constance, that is no answer.'

' Oh do not, do not ! William, do not you

throw this temptation in my way—the choosing

between yourseK and the plain duty that lies

before me.'

' The temptation, as you call it, must be for a

later consideration. Why will you not reply to

me ? What would be yoiu- com-se if I forbade

it?'

' I do not know. But, William, if you gave

me up
'

She could not continue. She turned away to
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hide her face from Mr. Yorke. He followed,

and obtained forcible view of it. It was wet with

tears.

' Nay, bnt I did not mean to carry it so far as

to cause you real gi'ief, my dearest,' he said in a

changed tone. ' Though you brought it on yom-self,'

he added, laughing, as he bent his face down.

' How did I bring it on myself?'

' By doubting me. I saw you doubted me at

the first, when Annabel spoke of it in the study.

Constance, if you, possessed as you are of suitable

acquirements, refused, from any notion of false

pride, to exert them for your family in a time of

need, I should say you were little fitted for the

wife of one whose whole duty must be to do his

Master's work.'

' You will sanction the measure then ?' she

rejoined, her countenance lighting up.

' How could you doubt me ? I Avish I could

make a home at once to bring you to ; but as you

must remain in this a little longer, it is only fair

that you should contribute to its maintenance.

We all have to bend to circumstances. I shall

not love my wife the less, because she has had the

com-age to turn her talents to account. What

could you be thinking of, child ?'

'Forgive me, William,' she softly pleaded.

' But you looked so grave and were so sHent,'
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Mr. Yorke smiled. ' The truth is, Constance,

I was turning about in my mind whether I could

not help to place you, and pondering the advan-

tages and disadvantages of a situation I know
of. Lady Augusta is looking out for a daily

governess.'

Is she ?' exclaimed Constance. ' I wonder

—

whether—I—should suit her ?'

Constance spoke hesitatingly. The thought

which had flashed over her own mind was, whether

Lady Augusta Yorke could afford to pay her

suitable rumuneration. Probably the same doubt

had made one of the ' disadvantages ' hinted at by

Mr. Yorke.

' I called there yesterday, and interrupted a

" scene " between Lady Augusta and Miss Caro-

line,' he said. ' Unseemly anger on my lady's

part, and rebellion on Carry's, forming, as usual,

its chief features.'

'But Lady Augusta is so indulgent to her

children!' inteiTupted Constance.

'Perniciously indulgent, generally; and when
the effects break out in insolence and disobe-

dience, then there ensues a scene. If you go

there you will witness them occasionally, and I

assure you they are not edifying. You must en-

deavour to train the girls to somethmg better than

they have been trained to yet, Constance.'
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'If I do go.'

' I knew how long it would last, Lady Augusta's

instructing them herself,' resumed Mr. Yorke.

' It is not a month since the governess left.'

' WTiy does she wish to take a daily governess,

instead of one in the house ?'

' Wiy Lady Augusta does a thing, is scarcely

ever to be accounted for, by herself or by anybody

else !' replied Mr. Yorke. ' Some convenience,

or inconvenience, she mentioned to me, about the

sleeping arrangements. Shall I ascertain particu-

lars for you, Constance ; touching salary and other

matters ?'

'If you i^lease. Papa is somewhat fastidious;

but he could not object to my going there; and

its being so very near our o-^ii house would be a

gi-eat point of
'

' Constance !' interrupted a voice at this junc-

ture, ' is Mr. Yorke there ?'

' He is here, mamma,' replied Constance, walk-

ing forward to ]\Irs. Channing, Mr. Yorke attend-

ing her.

'I thouglit I heard you enter,' she said, as

Mr. Yorke took her hand. ' Mr. Channing will

be pleased to see you, if you will come in and

chat with him. The children have told you the

tidings. It is a great detriment to their prospects.'

* But they seem determined to bear it bravely,
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he answered in a hearty tone. 'You may be

proud to have such children, ]\Irs. Chanuing.'

' Not proud,' she softly said. ' Thankful
!'

* True. I am obliged to you for correcting me,'

was the clergyman's ingenuous answer, as he

walked, with Mrs. Channing, across the hall.

Constance halted, for Judith came out of the

kitchen, and sj)oke in a whisper

—

' And what's the right and the wrong of it, Miss

Constance? 7s the money gone?'

* Gone entirely, Judith. Gone for good.'

' For good !' grunted Judith ;
' I should say for

ill. Why do the Queen let there be a Lord

Chancellor ?'

'It is not the Lord Chancellor's fault, Judith.

He only administers the law.'

' Why couldn't he just as well have given it for

your papa, as against him ?'

' I suppose he considers that the law is on the

other side,' sighed Constance.

Judith, with a pettish movement, returned to

the kitchen ; and at that moment Hamish came

down the stairs. He had changed his dress, and

had a pair of new white gloves in his hand.

' Are you going out to-night, Hamish ?'

There was a stress on the word ' to-night,' and

Hamish marked it. ' I promised, you know, Con-

stance. And my staying away would do no good

;
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it could not make things better. Fare you well,

my pretty sister. Tell mamma I shall be home

by eleven.'

' It'll be a sad cut down for 'em all,' muttered

Judith, gazing at Hamish round the kitchen door-

post. ' Where he'll find money for ' his white

gloves and things now, is beyond my telling, the

darling boy ! If I could but get to that Lord

Chancellor
!'

Had you possessed the privilege of living in

Helstonleigh at the time of which tliis story treats

—and I can assure" you you might live in a less

privileged city—it is possible that, on the morning

following the above events, your peaceful slumbers

might have been rudely broken by a noise, loud

enough to waken the seven sleepers of Ephesus.

Before seven o'clock, the whole school, choristers

and king's scholars, assembled in the cloisters.

But, instead of entering the school-room for early

school, they formed themselves into a dense mass

(if you ever saw schoolboys march otherwise, I

have not), and, treading on each other's heels,

proceeded through the town to the lodgings of the

judges, in pursuance of a time-honoured custom.

There the head-boy sent in his name to the very

chamber of the Lord Chief Justice, who haj)pened

tliis time to have come the Helstonleigh circuit.

* Mr. Gaunt, senior of the college school '—craving
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holiday for himself, and the whole fry who had

attended him.

' College boys
!

' cried his lordship, winking and

blinking, like other less majestic mortals do when

awoke suddenly out of their morning sleep.

* Yes, my lord,' replied the servant. ' All the

school's come up ; such a lot of 'em ! It's the

holiday they are asking for.'

* Oh, ah, I recollect,' cried his lordship—for it

was not the first time he had been to Helstonleigh.

' Give one of my cards to the senior boy, Roberts.

My compliments to the head-master, and I beg he

will grant the boys a holiday.'

Roberts did as he was bid—he also had been to

Helstonleigh before with his master—and delivered

the card and message to Gaunt. The consequence

of which was, the school tore through the streets

in triumph, shouting, ' Holiday !' to be heard a

mile off, and bringing people hot, and in white

garments, from their beds to the windows. The

least they feared was, that the town had taken fire.

Back to the house of the head-master for the

pantomime to be played through. This usually

was (for the master, as wise on the subject as they

were, would lie that morning in bed) to send the

master's servant into his room with the card and

the message ; upon which the permission for the

holiday would come out, and the boys disperse,
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exercising tlieir legs and lungs. No such luck

however, on this morning. The servant met them

at the door, and grinned dreadfully at the lot.

' Won't you catch it, gentlemen ! The head-

master's gone into school, and is waiting for you

;

marking you all late, of com-se.'

' Gone into school !' repeated Gaunt, haughtily,

resenting the familiarity, as well as the informa-

tion. ' What do you mean ?'

' Why, I just mean that, sir,' was the reply : upon

which Gaunt felt uncommonly inclined to knock

nim down. But the man had a propensity for grin-

ning, and was sure to exercise it on all possible occa-

sions. ' There's some row up, and you are not to

have holiday ; the master said last night I was to

call him this morning as usual.' At this unexpected

reply, the boys slunk away to the college school-

room, their buoyant spirits sunk down to dust and

ashes—as may be figuratively said. They could

not understand it ; they had not the most distant

idea what their offence could have been. Gaimt

entered, and the rest trooped in after him. The

head-master sat at his desk in stern state ; the

other masters were in their places.

' What is the moaning of this insubordination ?'

the master sharply demanded, addressing Gaunt.

'You are throe quarters of an hour behind your

time.'
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'We have been up to tlie judges, as usual, for

holiday, sir,' replied Gaunt, in a tone of depreca-

tion. ' His lordship sends his card and compli-

ments to you, and
'

' Holiday !' interrujited the master. ' Holiday !'

he repeated, with emphasis, as if disbelieving his

own ears. ' Do you deem that the school deserves

it ? A pretty senior you must be, if you do.'

* What has the school done, sir?' respectfully

asked Gaunt.

'Your memory must be conveniently short,'

chafed the master. ' Have you forgotten the mked

surplice ?'

Gaunt paused. 'But that was not the act of

the whole school, sir. It was probably the act of

only one.'

' But, so long as that one does not confess, the

whole school must bear it,' returned the master,

looking round on the assembly. 'Boys, under-

stand me. It is not for the fault itself—that may

have been, as I said yesterday, the result of acci-

dent ; but it is the concealment of the fault that

makes me angry. Will you confess now ?—he who

did it?'

JN o ; the appeal brought forth no further result

than the other one had done. The master con-

tinued :

'You may think—I speak now to the guilty
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boy, and let him take these words to himself—that

you were quite alone when you did it ; that no eye

was watching. But let me remind you that the

eye of God was upon you. What you refuse

to tell, He can bring to light, if it shall so

please Him, in His own wonderful way. His own

good time. There will be no holiday to-day.

Prayers.'

The boys fell into their places, and stood with

hanging heads ; something hke rebellion working

in every breast. At breakfast time they were dis-

missed, and gathered in the cloisters to give vent

to their sentiments.

'Isn't it a stunning shame?' cried hot Tom

Channing. ' The school ought not to suffer for the

fault of one boy. The master has no right
'

' The fault lies in the boy, not in the master,'

interrupted Gaunt. ' A sneak ! a coward ! If he

has got a spark of manly honour in him, he'll

speak up now.'

' As it has come to this, I say Charley Channing

should be made to declare what he knows,' said

one. ' He saw it done
!'

* Who says he did ?' quickly asked Tom Chan-

ning.

« Somebody said so ; and that he was afraid to

teU.'

Gaunt lifted his finger, and made a sign to
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Charles. ' Now, boy '—as tlie latter obeyed

—

* you will answer me, remember. The master has

called the seniors to his aid, and I order you to

speak. Did you see this mischief done ?'

' No, I did not !' fearlessly replied little Chan-

ning.

'If he doesn't Imow, he suspects,' persisted

Hurst. ' Come, Miss Channing.'

' We don't declare things upon suspicion, do we,

Mr. Gaunt?' appealed Charles. 'I may suspect

one ; Hurst may suspect another ; Bywater said he

suspected two; the whole school may be sus-

picious, one of another. Where's the use of that ?'

' It is of no use,' decided Gaunt. ' You say you

did not see the surphce damaged ?'

' I did not ; upon my word of honour.'

' That's enough,' said Gaunt. ' Depend upon it,

the fellow, while he was at it, took precious good

precautions against being seen. When he gets

found out he had better not come withia reach of

the seniors ; I warn him of that : they might not

leave him a head on his shoulders, or a tooth in

his mouth.'

* Suppose it should turn out to have been a

senior, Mr. Gaunt ?' spoke Bywater.

'Suppose you should turn out to be an ever-

lasting big donkey ?' retorted the senior boy.
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CHAPTER V.

ROLAND YOEKE.

Just without tlie Boundaries, in a wide, quiet

street, called Close Street, was the office of Eichard

Galloway, Esquire, Proctor, and Steward to the

Dean and Chapter. Save for this one office the

street consisted of private houses, and it was one

of the approaches to the cathedral, though not the

chief one. Mr. Galloway was a bachelor ; a short,

stout man, shaped like a butter-cask, with a fat,

round face, round, open, grey eyes—that always

looked as if then' owner were in a state of wonder

—and a little, round mouth. But he was a shrewd

man and a capable ; he wns also, in his way, a

dandy ; dressed scrupulously in the fashion, with

delicate shirt fronts and snow-white wristbands;

and for the last twenty-five years, at least, had

been a mark for all the single ladies of Helston-

leigh to set their caps at.

Of beauty, Mr. Galloway could boast little ; but

of his hair he was moderately vain : a very good

head of hair it was, curling naturally. But hair
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let it be luxuriant enough to excite the admira-

tion of a whole army of coiffeurs, is, like other

things in this sublunary world of ours, subject to

change ; it will not last for ever ; and Mr. Gallo-

way's, from a ime and glossy brown, turned, as

years went on, to sober grey—nay, almost to

white. He did not particularly admire the change,

but he had to submit to it ; natiu-e is stronger

than we are. A friend hinted that it might be

' dyed.' ]\L.'. Galloway resented the suggestion

:

anything false was abhorrent to him. When,

however, after an illness, his hair began to fall off

alarmingly, he thought it no harm to use a certain

speciiic, emanating from one of Her Majesty's

physicians ; extensively set forth and patronised

as an undoubted remedy for the falling off of hair.

Mr. Galloway used it extensively in his fear, for

he had an equal dread both of baldness and wigs.

The lotion not only had the desired effect, but it

had more : the hair grew on again luxuriantly, and

its grey-Avhiteness tm-ned into the finest flaxen you

ever saw ; a light delicate shade of flaxen, exactly

like the ciu-ls you see upon the heads of blue-eyed

wax dolls. This is a fact: and whether Mr.

Galloway liked it, or not, he had to put up with

it. Many would not be persuaded but what he

had used some delicate preparation of dye, hitherto

unknoAvn to science • and the suspicion vexed
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Mr. Galloway. Beliold him, therefore, with a

perfect shower of smooth, fair curls upon his head,

like any young beau.

It was in this gentleman's office that Ai-thur

Channing had been placed, with a view to liis

becoming ultimately a proctor. To article him to

]\Ir. Galloway would take a good round sum of

money ; and this had been put oif until the termi-

nation of the suit, when Mr. Channing had looked

forward to being at his ease, in regard to pecuniary

means. There were two others in the same office

:

the one was Eoland Yorke, who was articled ; the

other was Joseph Jenkins, a tliin, spare, humble

man of nine-and-thii-ty, who had served Mr. Gallo-

way for nearly twenty years, earning twenty-five

shillings per week. He was a son of old Jenkins,

the bedesman, and his wife kept a small hosiery shop

in High Street. Eoland Yorke was, of course, not

paid ; on the contrary, he had paid pretty smartly

to Mr. Galloway for the privilege of being initiated

into the mysteries pertaining to a proctor. Arthur

Channing may be said to have occupied a position

in the office midway between the two. He was to

become on the footing of Eoland Yorke ; but mean-

while, he received a small sum weekly, in remu-

neration of his services, like Joe Jenkins did.

Eoland Yorke, in his proud moods, looked down

upon him as a paid clerk ; Mr. Jenkins looked up
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to him as a gentleman. It was a somewhat

anomalous position ; but Arthur had held his own

bravely up in it until this blow came, looking

forward to the brighter time.

In the years gone by, one of the stalls in Hel-

stonleigh Cathedral was held by the Eeverend Dr.

Yorke : he had also some time filled the office of

sub-dean. He had married, imprudently, the

daughter of an Irish peer, a pretty, good-tempered

girl, who was as fond of extravagance as she was

devoid of means to support it. She had not a

shilling; it was even said that the bills for her

wedding clothes came in afterwards to Dr. Yorke :

but people, you know, are given to talk scandal.

Want of fortune had been nothing, had Lady

Augusta but possessed common prudence ; but

she spent the doctor's money faster than it came

in. In the com-se of years Dr. Yorke died, leaving

eight children, and slender means for tiiem. There

were six boys and two girls. Lady AugTista went

to reside in a cheap and roomy house (somewhat

dilapidated) in the Boundaries, close to her old

prebendal residence, and scrambled on in her

careless, spending fashion, never out of debt.

She retained their old barouche, and would retain

it, and was a great deal too fond of ordering

horses from the livery stables and driving out in

it. Gifted with good parts and qualities had her

VOL. I. F
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children been born ; but of training, in tbe highest

sense of the word, she had given them none.

George, the eldest, had a commission, and was

away with his regiment ; Roland, the second, had

been designed for the Church, but no persuasion

could induce him to be sufficiently attentive to

his studies to qualify himself for it ; he was there-

fore placed with Mr. Galloway, and the Church

honours were now intended for Gerald. The

fourth son, Theodore, was also in the college

school, a junior. Next came two girls, Caroline

and Fanny, and there were two little boys younger.

Haughty, self-willed, but of sufficiently honourable

natm'e, were the Yorkes. If Lady Augusta had

])ut toiled to foster the good, and eradicate the

evil, they would have grown up to bless her. Good

soil was there to work upon, as there was in the

Channings ; but, in the case of the Yorkes, it was

allowed to run to waste, or to generate weeds ; or,

in short, to do as it pleased.

A noisy, scrambling, uncomfortable sort of

home was that of the Yorkes ; the boys some-

times contending one with another, Lady Augusta

often quarrelling with all. The home of the

Channings was ever redolent of love, calm, and

peace. Can you guess where the difference lay ?

On the morning when the college boys had gone

up to crave holiday of the judges, and had not ob-
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tained it—at least not from the liead-master

—

Arthur Channing proceeded, as usual, to Mr.

Galloway's, after breakfast. Seated at a desk, in

his place, writing—he seemed to be ever seated

there—was Mr. Jenkins. He lifted his head when

Arthur entered, with a ' Good morning, sir,' and

then dropped it again over his copying.

' Good morning,' replied Arthur. And at that

moment Mr. Galloway—his flaxen curls in full

flow upon his head, something like rings—came

forth from his private room. ' Good morning, sir,'

Arthur added, to his master.

Mr. Galloway nodded a reply to the salutation.

'Have you seen anything of Yorke?' he asked.

' I want that deed, that he's about, finished as soon

as possible.'

' He will not be an instant,' said Arthur ;
' I saw

him coming ujd the street.'

Eoland Yorke bustled in ; a dark-looking young

man of twenty-one, with large but fine features, and

a countenance expressive of indecision.

' Come, Mr. Yorke, you promised to be here

early to day. You know that deed is being waited

for.'

' So I am early, sir,' returned Eoland.

' Early ! For you, perhaps,' grunted Mr. Gallo-

way. ' Get to it at once.'

Eoland Yorke unlocked a drawer, collected



68 THE CHANNINGS.

sundry parchments together, and sat down to his

desk. He and Arthm- had their places side by-

side. Mr. Galloway stood at a table, and began

sorting some papers that were upon it.

' How is Mr. Channing this morning, Arthur ?'

' Much as usual, thank you, sir. Certam news,

which arrived last evening, has not tended to cheer

him.'

' It is true, then ?' remarked Mr. Galloway. * I

heard a rumour of it.'

' Oh, it's true enough,' said Arthur. ' It is in all

the morning papers.'

' Well, there never was a more unjust decision
!'

emphatically spoke Mr. Galloway. ' Mark you, I

am not reflecting on the Lord Chancellor's judg-

ment. I have always said that there were one or

two nasty points in that suit, which the law might

get hold of; but I know the whole cause by heart,

from beginning to end; and that money was as

much your father's, as this coat, that I have on, is

mine. Tell him I'll come in one of these fine

evenings, and abuse the injustice of our laws with

him,—will you?'

' Yes, sir,' replied Arthur.

' What's this row in the college school about a

destroyed surplice, and the boys not getting their

holiday through it?' resumed Mr. Galloway.

'Ob, are they not savage!' struck in Roland
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Yorke. ' The first tiling Tod did, when he came

home to breakfast, was to -fling over his bowl of

coffee, he was in such a passion. Lady Augusta

—

she got up to breakfast this morning, for a wonder

—boxed his ears, and ordered liim to drink ^vater

;

but he went into the kitchen, and got a lot of

chocolate made for himself.'

' What are the particulars ? How was it

done? I cannot understand it at all,' said Mr.

Galloway.

' Bywater left his clean sm-plice yesterday in the

vestry, and somebody threw ink over it—half soaked

it in ink, so the choristers told Tom,' answered

Arthur Channing. ' In the afternoon—they had

service late, you know, sir, waiting for the judges

—Bywater was not in his place to sing the anthem,

and Hurst sang it, and it put the master out very

much.'

' Put him out all the more that he has got no-

body to punish for it,' laughed Roland Yorke.

' Of course Bywater couldn't appear in his stall,

and sing the anthem, if he had no surplice to ap-

pear in ; and the master couldn't tan him for not

doing it. I know this, if it had happened while I

was in the college school, I'd just have skinned

some of the fellows alive, but what I'd have made

them confess.'

'Suppose you had skinned the wrong party?
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cynically observed Mr, Galloway. ' You are too

hasty with your tongue, Eoland Yorke. My
nephew, Mark, ran in just now to tell me of the

holiday being denied, and that was the first I had

heard of the affair. Mark thinks one of the seniors

was in it ; not Gaunt.'

Arthur Chauning and Eoland Yorke both looked

up with a sharp, quick gesture. Gaunt excepted,

the orily senior, besides their respective brothers,

was Harry Huntley.

' It is not likely, sir,' said Arthur.

'A senior do it!' scoffed Eoland Yorke.

'What a young idiot Mark Galloway must be,

to think that
!'

* Mark does not seem to think much about it on

his own account,' said Mr. Galloway. *He said

Bywater thought so, from some cause or other

;

and has offered to bet the whole school that it will

turn out to be a senior.'

' Does he, though !

' cried Yorke, looking puzzled.

' Bywater's a cautious fellow "with his money ; he

never bets at random. I say, sir, what else did

Galloway tell you ?'

' That was all,' replied Mr. Galloway. And, if

you wonder at a staid old proctor chattering over

this desultory news with his clerks in business

hours, it may be explained to you that Mr. Gallo-

way took the greatest possible interest, almost a
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boyish interest, in the college school. It was where

he had been educated himself, where his nephews

were being educated ; he was on intimate terms with

its masters ; knew every boy in it to speak to

;

saw them troop past his house daily on their

progress to and fro ; watched them in their sur-

plices on a Sunday, during morning and afternoon

service ; was cognisant of their advancement, their

shortcomings, their merits, and their scrapes : in

fact, the head-master could not take a greater in-

terest in the domgs of the collegiate school, than

did j^Ir. Galloway. A^Tiether of work,, or whether

of gossip, his ears were ever open to listen to its

records. Besides, they were not so overbm'thened

with work in that office, but what there was ample

time for discussing any news that might be agree-

able to its master. His work was light ; his returns

were heavy ; his stewardship alone brought him in

several hundreds a year.

' The Reverend Mr. Pye seems uncommonly

annoyed about it, sir,' Mr. Jenkins ventured to put

in. To interrupt, or take part in any conversation,

was not usual with him, unless he could communi-

cate little tit-bits of information touching the

passing topic. ' You are aware that Mr. Harper,

the lay-clerk, lodges at our house, sir Well, Mr.

Pye came round last night, especially to question

him about it.'
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'What could Harper tell?' asked Mr. Gallo-

way.

'He could not tell anything; except that he

would answer for the lay-clerks knowing nothing

of the transaction. The master said he never sup-

posed the lay clerks did know anything of it, but

he had his reasons for putting the question. He
had been to the masons, too, who are repairing the

cathedral ; and they declared to the master, one

and all, that they had not been into the vestry

yesterday, or even round to that side of the college

where the vestry is situated.'

' Why should the master take it up so pertina-

ciously?' wondered Roland Yorke.

' I'm sm-e I don't know, sir. He was hke one

in a fever, so excited over it, Harper said.'

'Did he talk to you about it, Jenkins,' asked

Mr. Galloway.

' I did not see him, sir ; it was Harper told me
afterwards,' was the reply of Mr. Jenkins, as he

subsided to his writing again.

Just at this junctm-e, who should come in view

of the window but the head-master himself ? He
was passing it with a quick step, when out flew

Mr. Galloway, and caught him by the button.

Roland Yorke, who was ever glad of a pretext for

idleness, rose from his stool, and pushed his nose

close upon the nearest pane, to listen to any col-
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loquy that might ensue ; but, the window being

open, he might have heard without quitting his

seat.

*I hear the boys have not got a holiday to-

day, Pye,' began Mr. Galloway.

'No, that they have not,' emphatically pro-

nounced the master ;
' and, if they go on as they

seem to be going on now, I'll keep them without

it for a twelvemonth. I believe the inking of that

sm-plice was a concocted plan, look you, Galloway,

to
'

' To what ?' asked Mr. Galloway, for the master

stopped short.

' Never mind, just yet. I have my strong sus-

picions, as to the guilty boy, and I am doing what

I can to convert them into proofs. If it be as I

suspect now, I shall expel him.'

' But what coidd it have been done for ?
' de-

bated Mr. Galloway. ' There's no point in the

thing, that I can see, to ink and damage a sur-

plice. If the boy to whom it belonged had been

inked, one might not have wondered so much.'

'I'll "point him," cried the master, 'if I catch

hold of the right one.'

' Could it have been one of the seniors ?' re-

turned the proctor, all his strong interest awakened.

'It was one who ought to have known better,'

evasively returned the master. 'I can't stop to
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talk now, Galloway. I liave an errand to do, and

must be back to duty at ten.'

He marched oif quickly, and Mr. Galloway came

in-doors again. 'Is that the way you get on

with your business, Mr. Yorke ?'

Yorke clattered to his desk. ' I'll get on with

it, sir. I Avas listening to what the master said.'

' It does not concern you, what he said. It was

not one of your brothers who did it, I suppose ?'

' No, that it was not,' haughtily spoke Eoland

Yorke, drawing up his head with a proud, fierce

gesture.

Mr. Galloway withdrew to his private room, and

for a few minutes silence supervened—nothing was

to be heard but the scratching of pens. But Ro-

land Yorke, who had a great antipathy to steady

work, and as a great love of his own tongue, soon

began again.

* I say, Channing, what an awful blow the drop-

ping of that expected money must be for you

fellows! I'm blest if I didn't dream of it last

night ! If it spoilt my rest, what must it have

done by yours ?'

' Why ! how could you have heard of it last

night?' exclaimed Arthur, in surprise. 'I don't

think a soul came to our house to hear the news,

except Mr. Yorke : and you were not likely to

see him. It is in everybody's mouth this morning.'
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' I bad it from Hamish. He came to the party

at the Knivetts'. Didn't Hamish get taken in
!'

laughed Roland. ' He understood it was quite a

ladies' afiair, and loomed in, dressed up to the

nines, and there he found only a bachelor gather-

ing of Dick's. Hamish was disappointed, I think

;

he fancied he was going to meet Ellen Huntley

;

and glum enough he looked
'

' He had but just heard the news of the loss,'

interrupted Arthur. ' Enough to make him look

glum.'

' Eubbish ! It wasn't that. He announced to

us at once that the money was gone for good

and all, and laughed over it, and said there

were worse disasters at sea. Knivett said he

never saw a fellow carry ill news off with so high

a hand. Had he been proclaiming the acces-

sion of a fortune, instead of the loss of one, he

could not have been more carelessly cheerful.

Channing, what on earth shall you do about your

articles ?'

A question that caused the greatest pain,

especially when put by Eoland Yorke ; and

Arthur's sensitive face flushed.

'You'll have to stop as a paid clerk all your

life. Jenkins, you'll get him for your bosom

companion, if you look sharp and .make friends,'

cried Roland, laughing loudly.
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' No, sir, I don't think Mr. Arthur Channing is

likely to become a paid clerk,' said Jenkins.

' Not likely to become a paid clerk ! why he is

it. If he is not one, I'd like to know who is.

Channing, you know you are nothing else.'

' I may be something else in time,' quietly re-

plied Arthur, who knew how to control his rebel-

lious spirit.

' I say, what a rum go it is about that surplice
!'

exclaimed Eoland Yorke, dashing into another

topic. ' It's not exactly the mischief itself that's

rum, but the master seems to be making so much

stir and mystery over it ! And then the hint at

the seniors ! They must mean Huntley.'

' I don't know who they mean,' said Arthiu-,

' but I am sure Huntley never did it. He is too

open, too honourable
'

' And do you pretend to say that Tom Channing

and my brother Ger are not honourable ?' fiercely

interrupted Roland Yorke.

' There you go, Yorke ;
jumping to conclusions

!

It is not to be credited that any one of the seniors

did it ; still less, if they had done it, that they would

not acknowledge it. They are all boys of truth and

honour, so far as I believe. Huntley, I'm sure, is.*

' And of Tom also I conclude you feel sure ?'

'Yes, I do.'

' And I am sure of Ger Y''orke. So, if the mas-
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ter is directing his suspicions to the seniors, he'll

get floored. It's odd what can have turned it

upon them,'

* I don't think the master suspects the seniors,'

said Arthur. ' He called them to his aid.'

' You heard what he but now said to Galloway.

Jenkins, there is a knock at the door.'

Jenkins went to open it. He came back, and

said Mr. Yorke was wanted.

Roland lazily proceeded to the outer passage ;

and, when he saw who was standing there, put

himself into a passion. ' ^Yhat do you mean by

presuming to come to me here?' he haughtily

asked.

' Well, sir, perhaps you'll tell me where I am
to come, so as to get to see you ?

' civilly replied

the applicant, one who bore the appearance of a

tradesman. ' It seems it's of no use going to your

house ; if I went ten times a day, I should get the

same answer—that you are not at home.'

' Just take yourself off,' said Eoland.

' Not till you pay me ; or teU me for certain

when you will pay me, and keep your promise.

I want my money, sir, and I must have it.'

' We want a great many things that we can't

get,' returned Eoland, in a provokingly light tone.

' I'll pay you as soon as I can, man
;
you needn't

be afraid.'
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'I'm not exactly afraid,' spoke the man. 'I

suppose if it came to a put-to, Lady Augusta
would see that I got the money.'

' You hold your tongue about Lady Augusta.

What's Lady Augusta to you? Any odds and
ends, that I may owe, have nothing to do with

Lady Augusta. Look here, Simms, I'll pay you
next week.'

' You have said that so many times, Mr. Yorke.'

' At any rate, I'll pay you part of it next week,

if I can't the whole. I will, upon my honour.

There ! now you know that I shall keep my word.'

Apparently satisfied, the man departed, and
Eoland lounged into the office again with the

same idle movements that he quitted it.

' It was that confounded Simms,' grumbled he.

' Jenkins, why did you say I was in ?'

' You did not tell me to say the contrary, sir.

He came yesterday, but you were out then.'

' What does he want ?' asked Arthur.

' Wanted me to pay him a trifle I owe ; but it's

not convenient to do it till next week. What a

terrestrial Eden this lower world might be, if debt

had never been invented !'

' You need not get into debt,' said Arthur. ' It

is not obligatory.'

' One might build a mud hut outside the town

walls, and shut one's-self up in it, and eat herbs
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for dinner, and sleep upon rushes, and turn liermit

for good !' retorted Eoland. ' You need not talk

about debt, Channing.'

' I don't owe much,' said Arthur, noting the

significance of Yorke's concluding sentence,

' If you don't, somebody else does.'

'Who?'
' Ask Hamish.'

Arthur went on writing with a sinking heart.

There was an under-current of fear running within

him—had been for some time—that Hamish did

owe money on his own private score. But this

allusion to it was not pleasant.

'How much do you owe ?' went on Eoland.

'Oh, a twenty-pound note would pay my debts,

and leave me something out of it,' said Arthur, in

a joking tone. The fact was, that he did not owe

a shilling to anybody. ' Jenkins, do you know

what I am to set about next ?' he continued ;
' I

have filled-in this lease.'

Jenkins was beginning to look amidst some

papers at his elbow, in answer to the appeal ; but

at that moment Mr. Galloway entered, and de-

spatched Arthur to get a cheque cashed at the

bank.
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CHAPTER VI.

LADY AUGUSTA YOEKE AT HOME.

' If you don't put away that trasli, Caroline, and

go up stall's and practise, I'll make you go

!

Strewing the table in that manner ! Look what a

pickle the room is in !'

The words came from Lady Augusta Yorke, a

tall, dark woman, with high cheek-bones ; and

they were spoken at a pitch that might not have

been deemed orthodox at com*t. Miss Caroline

Yorke, a young demoiselle, with a ' net ' that was

more frequently off her head than on it, slip-shod

shoes, and untidy stockings, had placed a quantity

of mulberry leaves on the centre table, and a silk-

worm on each leaf. She leisurely proceeded with

her work, bringing forth more silkworms from her

paper trays, paying not the least attention to her

mother. Lady Augusta advanced, and treated

her to a slight tap on the ear, her favourite mode

of correcting her children.

' Now, mamma ! What's that for ?'

' Do you hear me, you disobedient child ? I
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Will have this rubbisli put away, I say. Goodness,

Martha ! don't bring anybody in here !' broke off

Lady Augusta, as a maid appeared, showing in a

visitor. ' Oh, it is you, William ! I don't mind

you. Come in.'

It was the Eeverend William Yorke who

entered. He was not altogether a favourite of

Lady Augusta's. Though but distantly related to

her late husband, he yet bore the name of Yorke

;

and when he came to Helstonleigh (for he was not

a native of the place), and became a candidate for

a vacant minor canomy, Lady Augusta's pride

had taken fire. The minor canons were looked

upon by the exclusives of the cathedral as holding

an inferior position amidst the clergy, and she

resented it that one belonging to her should

descend to set up his place among them.

Mr. Yorke shook hands with Lady Augusta, and

then turned to regard the leaves and silkworms.

' Ai'e you doing that for ornament, Caroline ?'

' Ornament !' wrathfully cried Lady Augusta.

* She is doing it for waste of time, and to provoke

me.'

* No I am not, mamma,' denied Miss Caroline.

' My poor silkworms never get anything but lettuce

leaves. Tod got these for me from the bishop's

garden, and I am looking at the sillvworms enjoy-

ing the change.'

VOL. I. G
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' Tod is in hot water/ remarked Mr. Yorke. 'He
was fighting with another boy as I came through

the cloisters.'

' Then hell get his clothes torn, as he did the

last time he fought !' exclaimed Lady Augusta,

in consternation. 'I think nobody ever had such

a set of children as mine !' she peevishly continued,

' The boys boisterous as so many wild animals, and

the girls enough to drive one crazy, with their

idle, disobedient ways. Look at this room, Wil-

liam ! encumbered from one end to the other

!

things thrown out of hand by Caroline and Fanny

!

As to their lessons, they never open one. These

three days I have never ceased telling Caroline to

go and practise, and she has not obeyed me yet

!

I shall go out of my mind with one thing or an-

other ; I know I shall ! Nice dunces they'll grow

up.'

' Go and practise now, Caroline,' said Mr. Yorke
;

' I will put your silkworms up for you.'

Caroline pouted. ' I hate practising.'

He laid his hand gently upon her, gazing at her

with his dark, pleasant eyes, rejtroachful then

:

' But you do not hate obeying your mamma ?

You must never let it come to that, Caroline.'

She suffered him to lead her to the door, and

she went docilely enough to the drawing-room,

where the piano was, and sat down to it. Oh, for
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a little better training for those children! Mr.

Yorke began placing the silkworms in the trays,

and Lady Augusta went on grumbling.

' It is a dreadful fate—to be left a widow with a

heap of unruly children, who will not be controlled

!

I must get a governess for the ghls, and then 1

shall be free from them a few hours in the day.

I thought I would try and save the money, and

teach them myself; but I might just as well

attempt to teach so many little wild Indians ! I

am not fit for teaching ; it is beyond me. Don't

you think you could hear of a governess, William ?

You go about so.'

' I have heard of one since I saw you yesterday,'

he replied. 'A young lady whom you know is

anxious to take a situation, and I think she might

suit.'

' Whom I know ?' cried Lady Augusta. ' Who
is it ?'

' Miss Channing.'

Lady Augusta looked astonished. ' Is she going

out as governess ? That comes of the losing of

this lawsuit. She has lost no time in the decision.'

' When an unpalatable step has to be taken, the

sooner it is set about, the less will be the cost.'

remarked Mr. Yorke.

' Unpalatable ! you may well say that. This

will be the climax, will it not, William ?'
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' Climax of what ?'

' Of all the unpleasantness that has attended

your engagement with Miss Channiug
—

'

'I beg your pardon, Lady Augusta,' was the

interruption of Mr. Yorke. 'No unpleasantness

whatever has attended my engagement with Miss

Channing.'

' I think so, for I consider her beneath you

;

and, therefore, that it is nothing but unpleasant

from beginning to end. The Channings are very

well, but they are not equal to the Yorkes.

You might make this a pretext for the giving

her up.'

Mr. Yorke laughed. ' I think her all the more

worthy of me. The only question that is apt to

arise within me is, whether I am worthy of her.

As we shall never agree upon this point. Lady

Augusta, it may not be worth while to discuss it.

About the other thing? I believe she would

make an admirable governess for Caroline and

Fanny, if you could obtain her.'

' Oh, I daresay she would do that. She is a

lady, and has been well educated. Would she

want a high salary ?'

' Forty guineas, to begin with.'

Lady Augusta interrupted him with a scream.

• I never could give the half of it ! I am sure I

never could. What "with housekeejiing expenses.
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and milliners' bills, and visiting, and the boys

dragging money out of me everlastingly, I have

nothing, scarcely, to spare for education.'

' Yet it is more essential than the rest. Your

income, properly portioned out, would afford •'

Another interrupting scream from Lady Augusta.

Her son Theodore—Tod, familiarly—burst into

the room, jacketless, his hair a mass of entangle-

ment, blood upon his face, and his shirt-sleeves

hanging in shreds. ' You rebellious, wicked fright

of a boy !' was the salutation of my lady, when

she could find her breath.

' Oh it's nothing, mamma. Don't bother,' re-

plied Master Tod, waving her off. ' I have been

going into Pierce, senior, and have polished liim

off with a jolly good licking. He won't get me

into a row again, I'll bet.'

' What row did he get you into ?'

' He's a nasty, sneaking tattler, and he took and

told something to Gaunt, and Gaunt put me up

for punishment, and I got a caning from old Pye.

I vow'd I'd pay Pierce out for it, and I have

done it, though he is a sight bigger than me.'

' What was it about ?' inquired Mr. Yorke. ' The

damaged surplice ?'

' Damaged surplice be hanged !' politely retorted

the young gentleman, who, in gaining the victory,

appeared to have lost his temper. ' It was some-
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thing concerning our lessons at the third desk, if

you must know.'

'You might be civil, Tod,' said Lady Augusta.

' Look at your shirt ! Who, do you suppose, is

going to mend that ?

'

' It can go unmended,' responded Master Tod.

' I wish it was the fashion to go without clothes,

I do ! They are always getting torn.'

'I wish it was !' heartily responded my lady.

That same evening, in returning to her house

from a visit, Constance Channing encountered Mr.

Yorke. He turned to walk with her to the door.

'I intended to call this afternoon, Constance,

but was prevented,' he observed. ' I have spoken

to Lady Augusta.'

' Well ?' she answered, with a smile and a blush.

' She would be very glad of i/ou ; but the diffi-

culty, at fii'st, appeared to be about the salary.

However, I pointed out a few home truths, and she

admitted that if the girls were to get an education,

she supposed she must pay for it. She will give

you forty guineas ; but you are to call upon her

and settle details. To-morrow, if convenient to

you.'

Constance clasped her hands. ' I am so pleased
!'

she exclaimed in a low tone,

' So am I,' said Mr. Yorke. ' I would rather

ou went to Lady Augusta's than to a stranger's.
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And do, Constance, try and make tliose poor girls

more like what they ought to be.'

'That I shall try, you may be sm-e, William.

Are you not coming in ?'

'No,' said IVIr. Yorke, who had held out his

hand on reaching the door. He was pretty con-

stant in his evening visits to the Channings, but

he had made an engagement for this one with a

brother clergyman.

Constance entered. She looked in the study

for her brothers, but only Arthur was there. He
was leaning his elbow upon the table in a thought-

ful mood.

' Where are they all ?' inquired Constance.

'Tom and Charles are gone to the cricket

match. I don't think Hamish lias come in.'

.

' Why did you not go to cricket also ?'

' I don't know,' said Arthur. ' I did not feel

much inclination for cricket this evening.'

' You are looking dull, Arthui-, but I have some

good news for you,' Constance said, bending over

him with a bright smile. ' It is settled about my
going out, and I am to have forty guineas. Guess

where it is to ?'

Arthur threw his arm round Constance, and

they stood together, looking at the trailing honey-

suckle plant just outside the window. ' Tell me,

darling.'
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'It is to Lady Augusta's. William has been

talking to her, and she would like to have me.

Does it not seem lucky to get it so soon ?'

' Lucky, Constance ?'

* Ah, well ! you know what I think, Arthur,

though I did say "lucky,"' returned Constance.

' I know it is God who is helping us.'

Very beautiful, very touching was the simple

trustfulness reposed in God, by Constance and

Arthur Channing. The good seed had- been

sown on good ground, and was bringing forth its

fruit.

' I was deep in a reverie when you interrupted

me, Constance,' Arthur resumed. ' Something

seems to whisper to me that this loss, which we

regard as a great misfortune, may turn out for

good in the end.'

' In the end ! It may have come for our good

now,' said Constance. 'Perhaps I wanted my
pride lowered,' she laughed ; * and this has come

to do it, and is despatching me out a meek gover-

ness.'

' Perhaps we all wanted it,' cried Arthur, mean-

ingly. ' There are other bad habits it may stop,

besides pride.' He was thinking of Hamish and

his propensity to spend. ' Forty guineas, you are

to have ?'

* Yes,' said Constance. ' Arthur, do you know
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a scheme that I have in my head ? I have been

thinking of it all day.'

' What is it ? Stay ! here is some one coming

in. It is Hamish.'

Hamish entered with the account books under

his arm, preparatory to going over them with his

father. Constance drew him to her.

' Hamish, I have a plan in my head, if we can

only cany it out, I am going to tell it you.'

* One* that will set the river on fire ?' cried gay,

laughing Hamish.

* If we—you and I, and Arthm-—can but manage

to earn enough money, and if we can observe

strict economy at home, who knows but we may

send papa to the German baths yet ?'

A cloud came over Hamish's face, and his smile

faded. ' I don't see how that is to be done.'

' But you have not heard of my good luck. I

am going to Lady Augusta's, and am to have

forty guineas salary. Now, if you and Arthur

will help, it may be easy. Oh, Hamish, it would

be worth any effort—any struggle. Think how it

would be rewarded ! Papa restored to health ! to

freedom from pain !'

A look of positive pain seated itself on the brow

of Hamish. ' Yes,' he sighed, ' I wish it could be

done.'

' But you do not speak hopefully.'
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' Because, if I must tell you the truth, I do not

feel hopefully. I fear we could not do it : at least

until things are brighter.'

' If we do our very best, we might get great

help, Hamish.'

' What help ?' he asked.

' God's help,' she whispered.

Hamish smiled. He had not yet learnt what

Constance had. Besides, Hamish was just then in

a little trouble on his own account : he knew very

well that Ms funds were wanted in another

quarter.

' Constance, dear, do not look at me so w^istfully.

I will try, with all my might and main, to help

my father ; but I fear I cannot do anything yet.

I mean to draw in my expenses,' he went on

laughing ;
' to live like any old screw of a miser,

and never squander a halfpenny where a farthing

will suffice.'

He took his books and went in to Mr. Channing.

Constance began training the honeysuckle, her

mind busy, and a verse of Holy Writ running

through it
—

' Commit thy way unto the Lord, and

put thy trust in Him, and he shall bring it to pass.

'

' Ay !' she murmured, glancing upwards at the

blue evening sky ;
' our whole, whole trust in

patient reliance ; and whatsoever is best for us

will be ours.'
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Annabel stole up to Constance, and entwined

her arms caressingly round her. Constance turned,

and parted the child's hair upon her forehead with

a gentle hand.

'Am I to find a little rebel in you, Annabel?

Will you not try and make things smooth for

me?'

'Oh, Constance, dear!' was the whispered

answer, 'it was only my fun last night, when I

said you should not take me for lessons in an

evening. I will study all day by myself, and get

my lessons quite ready for you, so as to give

you no trouble in the evening. Would you like to

hear me my music now ?'

Constance bent to kiss her. ' No, dear child
;

there is no necessity for my taking you in an

evening, until my days shall be occupied at Lady

Augusta Yorke's.'
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CHAPTEE VII.

ME. KETCH.

Mrs. Channing sat witli her children. Breakfast

was over, and she had the Bible open before her.

Never since their earliest years of understanding,

had she failed to assemble them together for the

few minutes' reading, morning and evening. Not

for too long at once ; she knew the value of not

tiring young children, when she was leading them

to feel an interest in sacred things. She would

take Hamish, a little fellow of three years old,

upon her knee, read to him a short Bible story,

suitable to his age, and then talk to him. Talk

to him in a soft, loving, gentle tone, of God, of

Jesus, of heaven, of his duties in this world, of

what he must do to attain to everlasting peace in

the next. Day by day, step by step, untiringly,

unceasmgly, had she thus laboured, to awaken

good in the child's heart, to train it to holmess, to

fill it with love of God. As the other children

came on in years, she, in like manner, took them.
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I'rom simple Bible stories, to more advanced

Bible stories, and thence to tlie Bible itself; with

other books at times and seasons : a little reading,

a little conversation. Gospel truths impressed upon

them from her earnest lips. Be you very sure

that where this great duty of all duties is left un-

fulfilled by a mother, a child is not brought up as

it ought to be. Win your child towards heaven

in his early years, and he svill not forget it

when he is old. It will be as a very shield

compassing him about through life. He may
wander astray—there is no telling—in the hey-

day of his hot-blooded youth, for the world's

temptations are as a running fire, scorching all

that ventui'e into its heat ; but the good founda-

tion has been laid, and the earnest, incessant

prayers have gone up, and he will find his way

home again,

Mrs. Channing closed the Bible, and spoke, as

usual. It was all that teaching should be. Good

essons as to this world ; loving pictures of that to

come. She had contrived to impress them, not

with the too popular notion that heaven was a far-

off place up in the skies, some vague millions of

miles away, and to which we might be miUions

of years off; but that it was very near to them;

that God was ever present with them ; and that

death, when he came, should be looked upon
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as a friend, not an enemy. Haraisli was 'three-

and-twenty years old now, and he loved those

minutes of instruction as he had done when
a child. They had borne their fruit for him,

and for all: though not, perhaps, in an equal

degree.

The reading over, and the conversation over,

she gave the book to Constance to put away, and

the boys rose, and prepared to enter upon their

several occupations. It was not the beginning of

the day for Tom and Charles, for they had been

already to early school.

' Is papa so very much worse to-day, mamma T

asked Tom.

' I did not say he was worse, Tom,' replied Mrs.

Channing. ' I said he had passed a restless night,

and felt tu-ed and weak.

'

' Thinking over that confounded lawsuit,' cried

hot, thoughtless Tom.

' Thomas !' reproved Mrs. Channing.

'I beg your pardon, mamma. Unorthodox

words are the fasliion in the school, and one must

catch them. I forget myself when I repeat them

before you.'

'To repeat them before me is no worse than

repeating them behind me, Tom.'

Tom laughed, 'Very true, mamma. It was

not a logical excuse. But I am sure the news,
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brought to us by the mail on Wednesday night, is

enough to put a saint out of temper. Had there

been anything unjust in it, had the money not

been rightly om-s, it would have been different

:

but to be deprived of what is legally our own
'

'Not legally— as it tm-ns out,' struck in

Hamish.

' Justly, then,' said Tom. ' It's too bad

—

especially as we don't know whatever we shall do

without it.'

' Tom, you are not to look at the dark side of

things,' cried Constance, in a pretty, mlful, com-

manding manner. ' We shall do very well with-

out it : it remains to be proved Avhether we shall

not do better than with it.'

' Children, I wish to say a word to you upon

this subject,' said Mrs. Channing. 'When the

news arrived, I was, you know, almost over-

whelmed with it ; not seeing, as Tom says, what-

ever we were to do without the money. In the

full shock of the disappointment, it wore for me

its worse aspect ; a far more sombre one than the

case really merited. But, now that I have had

time to see it in its true light, my disappointment

has subsided. I consider that we took a com-

pletely wrong view, of it. Had the decision

deprived us of the income we einjoy, then indeed

it would have been grievous ; but in reality it
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deprives us of nothing. Not one single privilege

that we possessed before, does it take from us ;

not a single expense will it cost us. We looked

to this money to do many things with ; but its

not coming renders us no worse off than we were.

It has caused us to get behind-hand with our

bills, which we must gradually pay off in the

best way we can ; it takes from us the power to

article Arthur, and it straitens us in many ways,

for, as you grow up, you grow more expensive.

This is the extent of the ill, except
'

' Oh, mamma, you forget ! The worst ill of

all is, that papa cannot now go to Germany.'

'I was about to say that, Arthur. But other

means for his going thither may be found.

Understand me, my dears : I do not see any

means, or chance of means, at present
;
you must

not fancy that ; but it is possible that they may

arise with the time of need. One service, at any

rate, the decision has rendered me.'

'Service?' echoed Tom.
' Yes,' smiled Mrs. Channing. ' It has proved

to me that my children are loving and dutiful.

Instead of repining, as some might, they are

already seeking how they may make up, them-

selves, for the money that has not come. And

Constance begins it.'

' Don't fear us, mother,' cried Hamish, with his
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simuy smile. ' We will be of more use to you

yet, tlian the money would have been.'

They dispersed—Hamish to his office, Arthur

to Mr. GalloAvay's, Tom and Charles to the

cloisters, that famous play-place of the college

school. Stolen pleasures, it is said, are sweetest

;

and, just because there had been a stir lately

amongst the cathedral clergy, touching the desir-

ability of forbidding the cloisters to the boys for

play, so much the more eager were they to fre-

quent them.

As Ai-thur was going down Close Street, he en-

countered Mr. Williams, the cathedral organist,

striding along with a roll of music in his hand.

He was Arthur's music master. When Arthur

Channing was in the choir, a college school-boy,

he had displayed considerable taste for music

;

and it was decided that he should learn the organ.

He had continued to take lessons after he left the

choir, and did so still.

' I was thinking of coming round to speak to

you to-day, Mr. AVilliams.'

' What about ?' asked the organist. ' Anything

pressing ?'

' Well, you have heard, of course, that that suit

is given against us, so I don't mean to continue

the organ. They have said nothing to me at

home ; but it is of no use spending money that

VOL. I. H
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might be saved. But I see you are in too great a

liuiTv, to stay to talk now.'

' Hurry ! I am hurried off my legs,' cried the

organist. ' If a dozen or two of my pupils would

give up learning, as you talk of doing, I should

only be obliged to them. I have more work than

I can attend to. And now Jupp must go and lay

himself up ; and I have the services to attend

myself, morning and afternoon
!'

Mr. Jupp was assistant organist. An appren-

tice to Mr. Williams, but just out of his time,

'What ails Jupp?' asked Arthur.

' A little bit of fever, and a great deal of lazi-

ness,' responded Mr. Williams. ' He is the laziest

fellow alive. Since his uncle died, and that money

came to him, he doesn't care a straw how things

go. He was copyist to the cathedral, and he gave

that up last week. I have asked Sandon, the lay-

clerk, if he will take the copying, but he declines.

He is another lazy one.'

The organist hurried off. Arthur strove to

detain him for another word or two, but it was of

no use. So he continued his way to Mr. Galloway's.

Busy enough were his thoughts there. His

fingers were occupied with writing, but his mind

went roaming without leave. This post of copyist

of music to the cathedral, which appeared to be

going begging ; why should not he undertake it,
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if Mr. Williams would give it to him ? He was

competent to do so, and though he very much

disliked music-copying, that was nothing : he was

not going to set up his dislikes and humour them,

He had but a vague idea what might be the

remuneration ; ten, or twelve, or iifteen pounds

a-year, he fancied it might bring him in. Better

that, than nothing; it would be a beginning to

follow in the wake that Constance had commenced

;

and he could do it evenings, or other odd times.

*I won't lose an hour in asking for it,' thouglit

Arthur.

At one o'clock, when he was released from the

oflBce, he ran through the Boundaries to the clois-

ters,' intending to pass tlu'ough them on his way to

the house of the organist, that being rather a

nearer road to it, than if he had gone round tlie

town. The sound of the organ, however, struck

upon his ear, causing him to assume that it was

the organist who was playing. Arthur tried the

cathedral door, found it open, and went in.

Mr. Wilhams it was. He had been trying some

new music, and he rose from the organ as Arthur

got to the top of the stairs, no very pleasant ex-

pression on his countenance.

' What is the matter ?' asked Arthur, perceiving

that something had put him out.

'I hate ingratitude,' responded Mr. Williams.



100 THE CHANNINGS.

Jenkins,' called out he to the old bedesman, who

nad been blowing for him, ' you may go to your

dinner, I shan't want you any more now.'

Old Jenkins hobbled down from the organ-loft,

and Mr. Williams continued to Arthur

—

' Would you believe that Jupp has withdrawn

himself entirely ?'

' From the college ?' exclaimed Arthur.

' From the college, and from me. His father

comes to me, an hour ago, and says he is sure

Jupp's in a bad state of health, and he intends to

send him to his relatives in the Scotch mountains

for some Inonths, to try and get him hardy. Not

a word of apology, for leaving me at a pinch.'

'It will be very inconvenient for you,' said

Arthur, ' I suppose that new apprentice of yours

is of no use yet for the services ?'

' Use !' u'ascibly retorted Mr. Williams, ' he

could not play a psalm if it were to save his life.

I depended uj)on Jupp. It was an understood

thing that he should stop with me as assistant

;

had it not been, I should have taken good care to

bring somebody on to replace him. As to my at-

tending the services on week-days myself, its next

door to an impossibility. If I do, my teaching

business is ruined.'

* I wish I was at liberty,' said Arthur ;
' I would

take them for you.'
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' Look here, Channing/ said the organist : 'since

I had this information of old Jupp's, my brain has

been worrying itself pretty well, as you may ima-

gine. Now, there's nobody I v^'ould rather trust to

take the week-day services than you, for you are

fully capable, and I have got you into my own

style of playing : I never could get Jupp entirely

into it ; he is too fond of noise and flourishes. It

has struck me that perhaps Mr. Galloway might

spare you : his office is not overdone with work,

and I would make it worth your while.'

Ai'thur, somewhat bewildered at the proposal,

sat down on one of the stools, and stared, not

answering.

' You will not be offended at my saying that I

speak in consequence of your telling me, this

morning, you could not afford to go on mth your

lessons,' resumed the organist. 'But for that, I

should not have thought of proposing such a thing

to you. What capital practice it would be for you,

too!'

' The best proof to convince you I am not

offended, is to tell you what brings me here now,'

said Arthur in a cordial tone. ' I understood you

this morning that you were at a loss for some one

to undertake the copying of the cathedral music :

I came to ask you to give it to me.'

'You may have it, and welcome,' said Mr-
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Williams. * That's nothing : I want to know about

the services.'

* It wonld take me an hour, morning and after-

noon, from the office,' debated Arthur. ' I wonder

whether Mr. Galloway would let me go an

hour earlier and stay an hour later to make up

for it?'

' You can put the question to him. I dare say

he will : especially as he is on terms of friendship

with yom* father. I would give you—let me see,'

deliberated the organist, falling into a musing

attitude
—

' I would give you twelve pounds a quar-

ter. Say fifty pounds a-year ; if you stay with me

so long. And you should have nothing to do with

the choristers : I'd practise them myself.'

Arthur's face flushed. It was a great temptation

:

and the question flashed over his mind whether it

would not be well to leave Mr. GaUoway's, as his

prospects there appeared to be blighted, and embrace

this, if that gentleman declined to allow him the

requisite hours of absence. Fifty poimds a-year

!

' And,' he spoke unconsciously aloud, ' there would

be the copying besides.'

'Oh, that's not much,' cried the organist.

' That's paid by the sheet.'

' I should like it so excessively !' exclaimed

Arthm-.

' Well, just turn it over in your mind. But you
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must let me know at once, Channing ; b}^ to-mor-

row at the latest. If you cannot take it I must

find somebody else.'

Arthur Channing went out of the cathedral,

hardly knowing whether he stood on his head or

his heels. ' Constance said that God would help

us !' was his grateful thought.

Such a whirlwind of noise ! Arthur, when he

reached the cloisters, found himself in the midst

of the college boys, who were just let out of school.

Leaping, shouting, pushing, scuffling, playing, con-

tending ! Arthur had not so very long ago been a

college boy himself, and enjoyed the fun.

' How are you, old fellows—jolly ?'

They gathered around him : Arthur was a

favourite with them ; had been always, when he

was in the school. The elder boys loftily com-

manded off the juniors, who had to retire to a

respectful distance.

' I say, Channing, there's the stunningest go
!'

began Bywater, dancing a triumphant hornpipe.

* You know Jupp ? Well, he has been and sent in

word to Williams that he is about to die, or some-

thing of that, and it's necessary he should go off

on the spree, to get himself well again. Old Jupp

came this morning, just as college was over, and

said it : and Williams, he's in the jolliest rage
;

going to be left without anybody to take the organ.
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It will just pay liim out, for being such a tyrant

to us choristers.'

'Perhaps I am going to take it,' returned

Arthur.

' You ?—what a cram !'

* It is not, indeed,' said Arthm-. ' I shall take it

if I can get leave from Mr. Galloway. Williams

has just asked me.'

' Is that true, Arthur ?' burst forth Tom Chan-

ning, elbowing his way to the front.

' Kow, Tom, should I say it were it not true ?

I only hope Mr. Galloway will throw no diffi-

culty in my way.'

' And do you mean to say that you are going to

be cock over us choristers ?' asked Bywater.

'No, thank you,' laughed Arthur. 'Mr. Wil-

liams will best fill that honour. Bywater, has

the mystery of the inked surplice come to light ?'

'No, and be shot to it! The master's in a

regular way over it though, and
'

' And what do you think ?' eagerly interrupted

Tod Yorke, whose foce was ornamented with

several shades of fine colour, blue, green, and

yellow, the result of the previous day's pugilistic

encounter ; ' my brother Roland heard the master

say he suspected one of the seniors.'

Arthur Channing looked inquiringly at Gaunt.

The latter tossed his head haughtily. 'Eoland
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Yorke must have made some mistake,' he observed

to Arthur. ' It is perfectly out of the question

that the master can suspect a senior. I can't

imagine where the school could have picked up

the notion.'

Gaunt was standing with Arthur, as he spoke,

and the three seniors, Channing, Huntley, and

Yorke, happened to be in a line facing them.

Arthur regarded them one by one.

' You don't look very like committing such a

thing as that, any one of you,' he laughed. ' It

is cm-ious, where the notion can have come from.'

'Such absurdity!' ejaculated Gerald Yorke.

' As if it were likely Pye would suspect one of us

seniors ! It's not believable.'

'Not at all believable you would do it,' said

Arthur. ' Had it been the result of accident, of

course you would have hastened to declare it,

any one of you three.'

As Arthur spoke, he involuntarily turned his

eyes on the sea of faces behind the three seniors,

as if searching for signs in some countenance

among them, by which he might recognize the

culprit.

' My goodness !' uttered the senior boy, to

Arthur. ' Had any one of those three done such

a thing—accident or no accident—and not de-

clared it, he'd get his name struck off the rolls.
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A juuior may get pardoned for things that a senior

cannot.'

'Besides, there 'd be the losing his chance of

the seniorship, and of the exhibition,' cried one

from the throng of boys in the rear.

* How are you progressing for the seniorship ?'

asked Arthur, of the three. ' Which of you stands

the best chance ?'

' I think Channing does,' freely spoke up Harry

Huntley.

'Why?'
' Because our progress is so equal that I don't

think one will get ahead of another, so that the

choice cannot be made that way ; and Channing's

name stands first on the rolls.'

' Who is to know if they'll give us fair play and

no humbug ?' said Tom Channing.

'If they do, it will be what they have never

given yet !' exclaimed Stephen Bywater. ' Kissing

goes by favour.'

' Ah, but I heard that the dean
'

At this moment a boy dashed into the throng,

scattering it right and left. 'Where are your

eyes ?' he whispered.

Close upon them was the dean. Arm-in-arm

with him, in his hat and apron, walked the Bishop

of Helstonleigh. The boys stood aside and took

off their trenchers. The dean merely raised his
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hand in response to the salutation—he appeared

to be deep in thought; but the bishop nodded

freely among them.

'I heard that the dean found fault, the last

time the exhibition fell, and said favour should

never be shown again, so long as he was dean of

Helstonleigh,' said Harry Huntley, when the

clergy were beyond hearing, continuing the sen-

tence he had been interrupted in. ' I say that,

with fair play, it will be Channing's ; failing

Charming, it will be mine ; failing me, it will be

Yorke's.'

'Now, then!' retorted Gerald Yorke. 'Why
should you get the chance before me, pray ?'

,
Huntley laughed. ' Only that my name heads

yours on the rolls.'

Once in three years there fell an exhibition for

Helstonleigh College school, to send a boy to

Oxford. It would be due the following Easter.

Gaunt declined competition for it; he would

leave the school at Michaelmas; and it was a

pretty generally understood thing that whichever

of the three mentioned boys should be appointed

senior in his place, would be presented with the

exhibition. Channing and Yorke most ardently

desired to gain it ; both of them from the same

motive—want of funds at home to take them to

the university. If Tom Channing did not gain it,
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he had made up his mind to pocket joride, and go

as a servitor. Yorke woukl not have done such

a thing for the world ; all the proud Yorke blood

would be up in arms, at one of their name appear-

ing as a servitor at the Oxford University. No.

If Gerald Yorke shoidd lose the exhibition, Lady

Augusta must manacre to screw out funds to send

him. He and Tom Channing were alike designed

for the Church. Harry Huntley had no such

need : the son of a gentleman of good property,

the exhibition was of little moment to him, in a

pecuniary point of view ; indeed, a doubt had

been whispered amongst the boys, whether Mr.

Huntley would allow Harry to take advantage of

it, if he did gain it, he being a liberal-minded and

just man. Harry, of course, desired to be the

successful one, for fame's sake, just as ardently as

did Channing and Yorke.

'I'm bless'd if here isn't that renowned func-

tionary. Jack Ketch
!'

The exclamation came from young Galloway.

Limping in at one of the cloister doors, came the

cloister porter, a surly man of sixty, whose temper

was not improved by periodical attacks of lum-

bago. He and the college boys were open enemies.

The i^orter would have rejoiced in denying them

the cloisters altogether; and nothing had glad-

dened his o-rim old heart like the discussion which
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was said to have taken place between the dean

and chapter, regarding the propriety of shutting

out tlie boys and their noise from the cloisters, as

a play place. He bore an unfortunate name

—

Ketch—and the boys, you may be very sure, did

not fail to take advantage of it, joining to it sundry

embellishments, more pointed than polite.

He came up, a ragged gig-whip in his hand,

which he was fond of smacking round the throng

of boys. He had never gone the length of touch-

ing one of them, and perhaps it was just as well

for him that he had not.

' Now, you boys ! be off, with your hullabaloo !

Is this a decent noise to make around gentlefolk's

doors ? You don't know, may be, as Dr. Burrows

is in town.'

Dr. Burrows happened to live in a house which

had a door opening to the cloisters. The boys

retorted. The worst they gave Mr. Ketch was

' chaff ;' but his temper could bear anything

better than that, especially if it was admmistered

by the senior boy.

' Dear me, who's this ?' began Gaunt, in a tone

* of ultra politeness. ' Boys, do you see this gentle-

man who condescends to accost us? I really

believe it is Sir John Ketch. What's that in his

hand ?—a piece of rope ? Surely, Mr. Ketch, you

have not been turning off that unfortunate prisoner
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wlio was condemned yesterday ? Eather hasty

work, sir ; was it not ?'

Mr. Ketch foamed. ' I tell you what it is, sir.

You be the senior boy, and, instead of restraining

these wicked young reptiles, you edges 'em on

!

Take care, young gent, as I don't complain of

you to the dean. Seniors have got hoisted afore

now.'

* Have they, really ? Well, you ought to know,

Mr. Calcraft. There's the dean, just gone out of

the cloisters ; if you make haste, Calcraft, you'll

catch him up. Put your best foot foremost, and

ask him if he won't report Mr. Gaunt for punish-

ment.'

The porter could have danced with rage ; and

his whip was smacking ominously. He did not

dare advance it too near the circle when the

senior boy was present, or indeed, when any of

the elder boys were.

'How's your lumbago, Mr. Ketch?' demanded

Stephen Bywater. ' I'd advise you to get rid of

that, before the next time you go on duty ; it

might be in your way, you know. Never was

such a thing heard of, as for the chief toppler-off

of the three kingdoms to be disabled in his limbs !

What would you do ? I'm afraid you'd be obliged

to resign your post, and sink into private life.'

' Now I just vow to goodness, as I'll do all I can
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to get these cloisters took from you boys,' shrieked

old Ketch, clasping his hands together. ' There's

insults as flesh and blood can't stand ; and, as sure

as I be living, I'll pay you out for it.'

He turned tail and hobbled oif, as he spoke, and

the boys raised ' three groans for Jack Ketch,' and

then rushed away by the other entrance to their

own dinners. The fact was, the porter had

brought the ill-will upon himself, through his

cross-grained temper. He had no right whatever

to interfere between the boys and the cloisters ; it

was not his place to do so. The king's scholars

knew this ; and, being spirited king's scholars, as

they were, would not stand it.

' Tom,' said Ai-thur Channing, ' don't say any-

thing at home about the organ. Wait and see if

I get it, fii'st. Charley did not hear ; he was or-

dered off with the juniors.'
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE ASSISTANT-OEGANIST.

S

Things often seem to go by tlie rule of contrary.
\

Arthur returned to the office at two o'clock, brim-

full of the favour he was going to solicit of Mr.

Galloway ; but he encountered present disappoint-

ment. For the first time for many weeks, Mr.

(^alloway did not make his appearance in the

office at all ; he was out the whole of the after-

noon. Eoland Yorke, to whom Arthur imparted

the plan, ridiculed it.

' Catch me taking such a task upon myself! If

I could play the organ like a Mendelssohn—fit to

send the folks into ecstacies—I'd never saddle

myself Avith the worry of doing it morning and

afternoon. You'll soon be sick of the bargain,

Channing.'

' I should never be sick of it if I did it for no-

thing : I am too fond of music for that. And it

will be a very easy way of earning money.'

Not so easy as making your mother stump up.
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was the reply ; and if your refinement turns from

the expression, my good reader, I am sorry you

should have to read it ; but it is what Mr. Koland

Yorke said. 'I had a regular scene with Lady

Augusta this morning. It's the most unreasonable

thing in the world, you know, Channing, for her to

think I can live without money, and so I told her

—said I must and would have it, in fact.'

'Did you get it?'

' Of course I did. I wanted to pay Simms, and

one or two more trifles that were pressing ; I was

not going to have the fellow here after me again.

I ^vish such a thing as money had never been

invented, I do.'

' You may as well wish we could live without

eating.'

* So I do, sometimes—when I go home, expect-

ing a good dinner, and there's only some horrid

cold stuff upon the table. There never was a

worse housekeeper than Lady Augusta. It's my
belief, our servants must live like fighting cocks

;

for I am sure the bills are heavy enough, and ive

don't get their benefit.'

* What made you so late this afternoon ?' asked

Arthur.

' I went round to pay Simms, for one thing ; and

tlien I called in upon Hamish, and stayed talking

with him. Wasn't he in a sea of envy when. I

VOL. I. I
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told him I had been scoring off that Simms ! He
wished he could do the same.'

'Hamish does not owe anything to Simms!'

cried Arthur, with hasty retort.

' Doesn't he ?
' laughed Koland Yorke. ' That's

all you know about it. Ask him for yourself.'

' If you please, sir,' interposed Mr. Jenkins, at

this juncture, 'I shall soon be waiting for that

paper. ]\Ir. Galloway directed me to send it off

by post.'

' Bother the paper !' returned Eoland ; but,

nevertheless, he applied himself to complete it.

He was in the habit of discoursing upon private

topics before Jenkins without any reserve, re-

garding him as a perfect nonentity.

When Arthur went home in the evening, he

found Mr. Galloway sitting with his father. ' Well,'

cried the proctor, as Arthur entered, ' and who has

been at the office this afternoon ?'

'Nobody particular, sir. Oh, yes, there has,

though—I forgot. The dean looked in, and wanted

to see you.'

' What did he want ?'

' He did not say, sir. He told Jenkins it would

do another time.'

Arthur left his father and Mr. GaUoway to-

gether. He did not broach the subject that was

uppermost in his heart. Gifted with rare delicacy
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of feeling, he would not speak to Mr. Galloway

until he could see him alone. To prefer the re-

quest in his father's presence might have caused

Mr. Galloway more trouble in refusing it.

'I can't think what has happened to Arthur

this evening !' exclaimed one of them. ' His spirits

are up to fever heat. Tell us what it is, Arthur ?'

Arthur laughed. 'I hope they will not get

lowered to freezing point within the next hour;

that's all.'

When he heard Mr, GaUoway leaving, he

hastened after him, and overtook him in the

Boundaries.

' I wanted to say a few words to you, sir, if you

please ?'

' Say on,' said Mr. Galloway. * Why did you

not say them in doors ?'

' I scarcely know how I shall say them now, sir

;

for it is a very great favour that I have to ask you,

and you may be angry, perhaps, at my thinking

you might grant it.'

' You want holiday, I suppose ?'

' Oh no, sir ; notliing of that. I want
'

* Well ?' cried Mr. GaUoway, surprised at his

hesitation; but now that the moment of prefer-

ring the request had come, Arthur slu-ank from

doing it.

'Could you allow me, sir would it make
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very much diiference to allow me—to come to

the office an horn- earlier, and remain in it an

hour later?' stammered Arthur.

'What for?' exclaimed Mr. Galloway, with

marked surprise.

' I have had an offer made me, sir, to take the

college organ at week-day service. I should

very much like to accept it, if it could be

managed.'

' Why, where's Jupp ?' uttered Mr. Galloway.

' Jupp has resigned. He is ill, and is going out

for his health. I'll tell you how it all happened,

sir,' went on Arthur, losing diffidence now that he

was fairly launched upon his subject. ' Of course

this failure of the suit makes a great difference to

our prospects at home ; it renders it incumbent

upon us to do what we can to help——

'

' Why does it ?' interrupted Mr. Galloway. ' It

may make a difference to your futm-e ease, but it

makes none to your present means.'

' There is money wanted in many ways, sir ; the

favourable termination of the suit was counted

upon so certainly. For one thing, it is necessary

that my father should try the German baths,'

'Of course, he must try them,' cried Mr.

Galloway,

' But it will cost money, sir,' deprecated Arthur.

Altogether, we have determined to do what we
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can. Constance set us the example, by engaging

to attend as daily governess at Lady Augusta's.

She goes on Monday.'

'Very commendable of her,' observed the

proctor, who loved a gossij) like any old woman.

' I hope she'll not let those two unruly girls worry

her to death.'

'And I was casting about in my mind, this

morning, what I could do to help, when I met the

organist,' proceeded Arthm-. 'He chanced to say

that he could find nobody to take the music copy-

ing. Well, sir, I thought it over, and at one

o'olock I went to ask him to give it to me. I

found him at tlie organ, in a state of vexation.

Jupp had resigned his post, and Mr. Williams had

nobody to replace him with. The long and the

short of it is, sir, that he offered it to me.'

' And did you accept it ?' crossly responded Mr.

Galloway.

' Of course I could not do that, sir, until I had

spoken to you. If it were possible that I could

make up the two hours to you, I should be very

glad to take it.'

' And do it for nothing, I suppose ?'

' Oh, no. He would give me fifty pounds

a-year. And there would be the copying besides.'

' That's a great deal !' cried Mr. Galloway.

' It ajjpears to me to be good pay,' replied
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Arthur. 'But he would lose a vast deal more

than that, if he had to attend the cathedral

himself. He said it would ruin his teaching

connection.'

* Ah ! self-interest—two for himself and one for

you!' ejaculated the proctor. 'What does Mr.

Channing say?'

' I have said nothing at home. It was of no

use telliQg them, until I had spoken to you. Now
that my prospects are gone

'

' \^niat prospects ?' interrupted Mr. Galloway.

' My articles to you, sir. Of course there's no

chance of them now.'

Mr. G-alloway gi-unted. ' The ruin that chancery

suits work ! Mark you, Arthur Channing, this is

such a thing that was never asked a proctor

before—^leave of absence for two hours in the best

part of the day ! If I grant it, it will be out of

the gi'eat friendship I bear your father.'

' Oh, sir ! I shall never forget the obligation.'

'Take care you don't. You must come and

work for two hours before breakfast in a morn-

ing.'

' Willingly—readily !' exclaimed Arthur Chan-

ning, his face in a glow. ' Then may I really tell

Mr, Williams that I can accept it ?'

' If I don't say yes, I suppose you'd magnify

me into a sullen old bear, as bad as Ketch, the
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porter. You may accept it. Stop!' thundered

Mr. Galloway, coming to a dead standstill.

Arthur was startled. ' What now, sir ?'

' Are you to be the instructor of those random

animals, the choristers ?'

' Oh no : I shall have nothing to do with that.'

' Very good. If you had taken to them, I

should have recommended you to guard against

such a specimen of singing as was displayed the

other day before the judges.'

Arthur laughed; spoke a word of heartfelt

thanks ; and took his way off-hand to the resi-

dence of the organist, as Kght as any bit-d.

' I have got leave, Mr. Williams ; I may take

the place !' he exclaimed with scant ceremony,

when he found himself in that gentleman's pre-

sence, who was at tea with his wife. Mr. Galloway

has authorized me to accept it. How do you

do, Mrs. Williams?'

' That's a great weight off my mind, then
!'

cried the organist. ' I set that dolt of an appren-

tice of mine to play the folks out of college, this

afternoon, when service was over, and— of all

performances ! Six mistakes he made in three

bars, and broke down at last. I could have boxed

his ears. The dean was standing below when I

got down. " Who was that playing, Mr. Williams ?"

he demanded. So, I told him about Jupp's ill-
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behaviour in leaving me, and that I had offered

the i^lace to you. *'But is Channing fully comr

petent ?" cried he—for you know what a fine ear

for music the dean has—" besides," he added, " is

he not at Galloway's ?" I said we hoped Mr.

Galloway would spare him, and that I would

answer for his competency. So, mind, Channing,

you must put on the steam, and not disgrace my
guarantee. I don't mean the steam of noise, or

that you should go through the service with all

the stops out.'

Arthur laughed in answer to the laugh of Mr.

Williams ; and, declining the invitation to remain

and partake of tea, he went out. He was anxious

to impart the news at home. A few steps on his

road, he overtook Hamisli.

' Where do you spring from?' exclaimed

Hamish, passing his arm withm Arthm-'s.

' From concluding an agreement that will bring

me in fifty pounds a-year,' said Arthur.

' Gammon, Master Arthm*
!'

' It is not gammon, Hamish. It is sober truth.'

Hamish turned and looked at him, aroused by

something in the tone. ' And what are you to do

for it ?'

' Just pass a couple of hours a day, delighting

my o'HTi ears and heart. Do you remember what

Constance said, last night ? Hamish, it is wonder-
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ful, that this help should so soon have come to

me!'

* Stay ! Where are you going ?' interrupted

Hamish, as Ai-thur was turning into a side street.

' This is the nearest way home.'

' I had rather not go that way.'

' Why ?' exclaimed Ai-thur, in sm-prise. ' Ha-

mish, how you look ! What is the matter ?'

' Must I tell you ? It is for yolir ear alone,

mind. There's a certain tradesman's house down

there that I'd rather not pass ; he has a habit of

coming out and dunning me. Do you remember

Mr. Dick Swiveller ?'

Hamish laughed, gaily. He would have

laughed on his road to prison : it was liis nature.

But Arthur seemed to take a downward leap from

liis high ropes. ' Is it Simms ?' he breathed.

' No, it is not Simms. Who has been telling

you anything about Simms, Arthur ? It is not so

very much that I owe Simms. What is this good

luck of yours ?'

Arthur did not immediately reply. A dark

shadow had fallen upon liis spirit, like a fore-

runner of evil.
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CHAPTER IX.

hamish's candles.

Old Judith sat in her kitchen. Her hands were

clasped upon her knees, and her head was bent in

thought. Eare indeed was it to catch Judith

indulging in a moment's idleness. She appeared

to be holding soliloquy \vith herself.

' It's the most incomprehensible thing in the

world ! I have heard of ghosts—and, talking

about ghosts, that child was in a tremor, last night,

again—I'm sure he was. Brave little heart ! he

goes up to bed in the dark on purpose to break

himself of the fear. I went in for them shirts

missis told me of, and he started like anything,

and his face turned white. He hadn't heard me

till I was in the room; I'd got no candle, and

'twas enough to startle him. " Oh, is it you,

Judith ?" said he, quietly, making believe to be as

indifferent as may be. I struck a light, for I

couldn't find the shirts, and then I saw his white

face. He can't overget the fear : 'twas implanted

in him lq his babyhood : and I only wish I could
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get that wicked girl pimislied as I'd pimisli her,

for it was her work. But about the 'tother ? I

have heard of ghosts walking—though, thank good-

ness, I'm not frighted at 'em, Like the child is !

—but for a young man to go up-stairs, night after

night, pretending to go to rest, and sitting up till

morning light, is what I never did hear on. If it

was once in a chance way, 'twould be a different

thing ; but it's always. I'm sure it's pretty nigh a

year, since I
'

* Why, Judith, you are in a brown study !'

The interruption came from Constance, who had

entered the kitchen to give an order. Judith

looked up.

'I'm in a peck of trouble, Miss Constance.

And the worst is, I don't know whether to tell

about it, or to keep it in. He'd not like it to get

to missis's ears, I know : but then, you see, perhaps

I ought to tell her—for his sake.'

Constance smiled. ' Would you like to teU me,

instead of mamma ? Charley has been at some

mischief again, among the saucepans ? Burnt out

more bottoms, perhaps ?'

'Not he, the darling !' resentfully rejoined

Judith. * The burning out of that one was enough

for him. I'm sure he took contrition to hitnseK,

like as if it had been made of gold.'

' What is it, then ?'
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* Well,' said Judith, looking round, as if fearing

the walls would hear, and speaking in a mys-

terious tone, ' it's about Mr. Hamish. I don't

know but I will tell you, Miss Constance, and it'll

be, so far, a weight off my mind. I was just

saying to myself that I had heard of ghosts walk-

ing, but what Mr. Hamish does every blessed

night, I never did hear of, in all my born days.'

Constance felt a little startled. * What does he

do ?' she hastily asked.

' You know. Miss Constance, my bedroom's

overhead, above the kitchen here, and, being built

out on the side, I can see the windows at the back

of the house from it—like we can see 'em from

this kitchen window, for the matter of that, if we

put oui' heads out. About a twelvemonth ago

—

I'm sure it's not far short of it—I took to notice

that the light in Mr. Hamish's chamber wasn't put

out so soon as it was in the other rooms. So, one

night, when I was half crazy with that face-ache

—

you remember my having it. Miss Constance ?

—

and knew I shouldn't get to sleep, if I lay down, I

thought I'd just see how long he kept it in.

Would you believe. Miss Constance, that at three

o'clock in the morning his light was still burning !'

' Well,' said Constance, feeling the tale was not

half told.

' I thought, what on earth could he be after ? I
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might have feared that he had got into bed and

left it alight by mistake, but that I saw his shadow

once or twice pass the blind. Well, I didn't say a

word to him next day, I thought he might not

lilie it : but my mind wouldn't be easy, and I

looked out again, and I found that, night after

night, that light was in. Miss Constance, I thought

I'd trick him : so I took care to put just about a

inch of candle in his bed candlestick, and no more

:

but, law bless me ! when folks is bent on forbidden

things, it is not candle-ends that will stop 'em !'

' I suppose you mean that the light burnt still,

in spite of your precaution ?' said Constance.

' It just did,' returned Judith. ' He gets into

my kitchen and robs my candle-box, I thought to

myself. So I counted my candles and marked

'em ; and I found I was wrong, for they wasn't

touched. But one day, when I was putting his

cupboard to rights, I came upon a paper right at

the back. Two great big composite candles it had

got in it, and another half burnt away. Oh, this is

where you keep your store, my young master, is

it ? I thought. They were them big round things,

which seems never to burn to an end, three to the

pound.'

Constance made no reply. Judith gathered

breath, and continued

—

' I took upon myself to speak to him. I told
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him it wasn't well for anybody's health, to sit up

at night, in that fashion ; not counting the danger

he ran of setting the house on fire and burning us

all to cinders in our beds. He laughed—you

know his way, Miss Constance—and said he'd

take care of his health and of the house, and I

was just to make myself easy and hold my tongue,

and that / need not be uneasy about fire, for I

could open my window and drop into the rain-

water barrel, and there I should be safe. But,

in spite of his joking tone, there ran through it a

sound of command ; and, from that hour to this,

I have never opened my lips about it to nobody

living.'

* And he burns the light stiU ?'

'Except Saturday and Sunday nights, it's

always alight, longer or shorter. Them two

nights, he gets into bed respectable, like the rest

of the house do. You have noticed, Miss Con-

stance, that, the evenings he is not out, he'll go

up to his chamber by half-past nine or ten ?'

'Frequently,' assented Constance. 'As soon

as the reading is over, he will wish us good night.'

* Well, them nights, when he goes up early, he

puts his light out sooner—by twelve, or by half-

past, or by one ; but when he spends his evenings

out, not getting home until eleven, he'll have it

burning till two or three in the morning.'
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' Whatever can he sit up for ?' involuntarily

exclaimed Constance.

' I don't know, unless it is that the work at the

office is too heavy for liim,' said Judith. ' He

has got his own work to do there, and master's as

well.'

' It is not at all heavy,' said Constance. ' There

is an additional clerk, you know. It cannot be

that.'

' It has to do with the office books, for certain,

returned Judith. ' Why else is he so particular in

taking 'em into his room every night ?'

' He takes them for safety,' spoke Con-

stance, in a very hesitating manner, as if not

feeling perfectly assured of the grounds for her

assertion.

' May be,' sniffed Judith, in disbelief. ' It can't

be, that he sits up to read,' she resumed. ' No-

body in their senses would do that. Reading may

be pleasant to some folks, especially them story

books ; but sleep is pleasanter. This last two or

three blessed nights, since that ill news come to

make us miserable, I question if he has gone to

bed at all, for his candle has only been put out

when daylight come to shame it.'

'But Judith, how do you know aU this?' ex-

claimed Constance, after a few minutes' reflec-

tion. ' You surely don't sit up to watch the light
^'
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'Pretty fit I should be for my work in the

morning, if I did ! No Miss Constance. I moved

my bed round to the other corner, so as I could

see his window as I lay in it; and I have got

myself into a habit of waking up at all hours and

looking. Truth to say, I'm not easy ; for the fire

is sooner set alight than put out ; and if there's

the water-butt for me to drop into, there ain't

water-butts for the rest of the house.'

* Very true,' murmured Constance, speaking as

if she were in a deep reverie.

' Nobody knows the worry this has been upon

my mind,' resiuned Judith. ' Every night when

1 have seen his window a-shining, I have said to

myself, " I'll tell my mistress of this when morn-

ing comes ;" but, when the morning has come,

my resolution has failed me. It might worry her,

and anger Mr. Hamish, and do no good after all.

If he really has not got time for his books in the

day, why he must do 'em at night, I suppose ; it

would never do for him to fall off, and let the

master's means drop tln-ough. What ought to be

done, Miss Constance ?'

' I really do not know, Judith,' replied Constance.

' You must let me think about it.'

She fell into an unpleasant reverie. The most

feasible solution she could come to, was the one

adopted by Judith— that Hamish passed his



THE CHANNINGS. 129

nights at the books. If so, how sadly he must

idle away his time in the day ! Did he give his

hom's up to nonsense and pleasure? And how

could he contrive to hide his shortcomings from Mr.

Channins: ? Constance was not sure whether the

books went regularly under the actual inspection

of Mr. Channing, or whether Hamish went over

them aloud. If only the latter, could the faults

be concealed? She knew nothing of book-keeping,

and was unable to say. Leaving her to puzzle

over the matter, we will retm-n to Hamish himself.

We left him in the last chapter, you may re-

member, objecting to go down a certain side street

which would have cut off a short distance of their

road ; his excuse to Arthur being, that a trouble-

some creditor of his lived in it. The plea was a

true one. Not to make a mystery of it, it may as

well be acknowledged that Hamish had contracted

some debts, and that he found it difficult to pay

them. They were not many, and a moderate sum

would have settled them ; but that moderate sum

Hamish did not possess. Let us give him his

due : but that he had fully counted upon a time

of wealth being close at hand, it is probable he

never would have contracted them. When
Hamish erred, it was invariably from thoughtless-

ness—from carelessness—never from deliberate

intention.

VOL. I. E
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Arthur, of course, turned from the objectionable

street, and continued bis straightforward course.

They were frequently impeded ; the streets were

always crowded at assize time, and acquaintances

perpetually stopped them. Amongst others they

met Roland Yorke.

' Are you coming round to Gator's, to-night ?' he

asked of Hamish.

' Not I,' returned Hamish, with his usual gay

laugh. ' I am going to draw in my expenses, and

settle down into a miser.'

' Moonshine !' cried Roland.

'Is it moonshine, though? It is just a little

bit of serious fact, Yorke. When lord chancellors

turn against us and dash our hopes, we can't go

on as though the exchequer had no bottom to

it.'

'It will cost you nothing to come to Gator's.

He is expecting one or two chaps, and he has laid

in a prime lot of Manillas.'

' Evening visiting costs a great deal, one way

or another,' returned Hamish, 'and I intend to

drop most of mine for the present. You need nt

stare so, Yorke.'

' I am staring at you. Drop evening visiting !

Anybody, dropping that, may look to be in a

lunatic asylum in six months.'

' What a prospect for me !' laughed Hamish.
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* Will you come to Gator's ?'

'No, thank you.'

'Then you are a muif!' retorted Eoland, as he

went on.

It was dusk when they reached the cathedral.

' I wonder whether the cloisters are still open ?'

Arthur exc]aimed.

' It will not take a minute to ascertain,' said

Hamish. ' If not, we must go round.'

They found the cloisters still unclosed, and

passed in. Gloomy and sombre were they at

that evening hour. So sombre that, in proceeding

along the west quadrangle, the two young men

postively started, when some dark figure glided

from within a niche and stood in their way.

' Whose ghost are you ?' cried Hamish.

A short, covert whistle of surprise answered him.

' You here !
' cried the figiu-e, in a tone ot excessive

discippointment. ' What brings you in the cloisters

so late ?

'

Hamish dexterously wound him towards what

little light was cast from the grave-yard, and

discerned the features of Hiu-st. Half a dozen more

figui-es brought themselves out of the niches

—

Stephen Bywater, young Galloway, Tod Yorke,

Harrison, Hall, and Berkeley.

' Let me alone, Mr. Hamish Channing. Hush !

Don't make a row.'
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' \^Tiat mischief is going on, Hurst ?
' asked

Hamish.

'Well, whatever it may have been, it strikes

me you have stopped it,' was the reply of Hui-st.

' I say, wasn't there the Boundaries for you to go

through, without coming bothering into the clois-

ters ?'

'I am sorry to have spoiled sport,' laughed

Hamish ;
' I should not have liked it done to me,

when I was a college boy. Let us know what the

treason was.'

'You won't tell?'

'No; if it is nothing very bad. Honour

bright.'

' Stop a bit. Hurst,' hastily interposed Bywater.
' There's no knowing what he may think " very

bad." Give generals, not particulars. Here the

fellow comes, I do beheve
!'

' It was only a trick we were going to serve old

Ketch,' whispered Hurst. ' Come out quietly

;

better that he should not hear us, or it may spoil

sport for another time. Gently, boys
!'

Hurst and the rest stole round the cloisters, and

out at the south door. Hamish and Ai'thur

followed, more leisurely, and less silently. Ketch

came up.

'Who's this here, a-haunting the cloisters at

this time o' night ? Wlio be you, I ask ?'
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' The cloisters are free until they are closed,

Ketch,' cried Hamish.

' Nobody haven't got no right to pass through

'em at this hour, except the clergy theirselves,'

grumbled the porter. ' We shall have them boys

a-playing in 'em at dark, next.'

* You should close them earlier, if you want to

keep them empty,' returned Hamish. ' "Why

don't you close them at three in the afternoon ?'

The porter growled. He knew that he did not

dare to close them before dusk, almost dark, and

he knew that Hamish knew it, too ; and therefore

he looked upon the remark as a quiet bit of

sarcasm, ' I wish the dean 'ud give me leave to

shut them boys out of 'em,' he exclaimed. ' It 'ud

be a jovial day for me !'

Hamish and Arthur passed out, wishing him

good-night. He did not reply to it, but banged

the gate on their heels, locked it, and turned to

retrace his steps through the cloisters. The

college boys, who had hidden themselves from his

view, came forward again.

' He has got off scot-free to-night, but perhaps

he won't do so to-morrow,' cried Bywater.

' Were you going to set upon him ?' asked

Arthm\

* We were not going to put a finger upon him

;

I give you my word, we were not,' said Hurst.
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' What, then, were you going to do ?'

But the boys would not be caught. ' It might

stop fun, you know, Mr. Hamish. You might get

telling your brother Tom ; and Tom, he might let

it out to Gaunt ; and Gaunt might turn crusty,

and forbid it. We were gomg to serve the fellow

out ; but not to touch him, or to hurt him ; and

that's enough.'

' As you please,' said Hamish. ' He is a surly

old fellow.'

' He is an old brute ! he's a dog in a kennel ! he

deserves hanging !' burst from the throng of boys.

'What do you think he went and did, this

afternoon?' added Hurst to the two Channings.

*He sneaked up to the dean with a wretched

complaint of us boys, wliieh hadn't a word of truth

in it ; not a syllable, I assure you. He' did it only

because Gaunt had put him in a temper, at one

o'clock. The dean did not listen to him, that's

one good thing. How joll^ he'd have been, just at

this moment, if you two had not come up!

Wouldn't he, boys ?'

The boys burst into a laugh ; roar upon roar,

peal upon peal ; shriekmg and holding their sides,

till the very Boundaries echoed again. Laughing

is infectious, and Hamish and Arthur shrieked out

with them, not Imowing in the least what it was

they were laughing at.
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But Arthur was heavy at heart in the midst of

it. ' Do you owe much money, Hamish ?' he

incjuired, after they quitted the boys, and were

walking soberly along, under the quiet elm trees.

'More than I can pay, old fellow, just at

present,' was the answer.

' But is it much, Hamish ?'

* No, it is not much, taking it in the abstract.

Quite a paltry sum.'

Arthm- caught at the word ' paltry ;' it seemed

to dissipate his fears. Had he been alarming

himself for nothing ? ' Is it ten pounds, Hamish ?'

* Ten pounds !' repeated Hamish in a tone of

mockery. ' That would be little indeed.'

'Is it fifty?'

' I dare say it may be. A pound here and a

poimd there, and a few pounds yonder—yes,

taking it altogether, I expect it would be fifty.'

' And how much more ?' thought Arthur to

himself. ' You said it was a paltry sum, Hamish !'

' Well, fifty pounds is not a large sum. Though,

of course, we estimate sums, like other things, by

comparison. You can understand now, why I was

not sanguine with regard to Constance's hopeful

project of helping my father to get to the German

baths. I, the eldest, who ought to be the first to

assist in it, am the least likely. I don't know how

it was I managed to get into debt,' mused
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Hamish. 'It came upon me imperceptibly; it

did, indeed. I depended so entirely upon that

money falling to us, that I grew careless, and

would often order things which I was not in need

of. Arthm-, since that news came, I have felt

overwhelmed with worry and botheration.'

' I wish you were free !'

' If wishes were horses, we should all get on

horseback. How debts grow upon you !' Hamish
continued, changing his light tone for a graver

one. ' Until within the last day or two, when I

have thought it necessaiy to take stock of out-

standmg claims, I had no idea I owed half so

much.'

' What shall you do about it ?'

' That is more easily asked than answered. My
own funds are forestalled for some time to come.

And, the worst is, that now this suit is known to

have terminated against us, people are not so

willing to wait, as they were before. I have had

no end of them after me to-day.'

' How shall you contrive to satisfy them ?'

' Satisfy them in some way, I must.'

* But how, I ask, Hamish ?'

' Eob some bank or other,' replied Hamish, in

his off-hand, joking way.

* Shall you speak to my father ?'

'Where's the use?' returned Hamish. *He
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cannot help me just now : he is straitened enough

himseK.'

'He might help you with advice. His expe-

rience is larger than yours, his judgment better.

" In the multitude of counsellors there is safety,"

you know, Hamish,'

' I have made up my mind to say nothing to my
father. If he could assist me, I would disclose all

to him : as it is, it would only be inflicting upon

him mniecessary pain. Understand, Arthm', what

I have said to you is in confidence : you must not

speak of it to him.'

' Of course not. I should not think of inter-

fering between you and him. I wish I could help

you!'

' I wish you could, old feUow. But you need

not look so serious.'

' How you can be so gay and careless over it, I

cannot imagine,' said Arthm*.

Hamish laughed. ' If there's only a little patch

of sunshine as large as a man's hand, I am sure

to see it and trust to it.'

' Is there any sunshine in this ?'

' A little bit : and I hope it will help me out of

it. I am sure I was born with a large share of

hope in my composition.'

' Show me the bit of sunshine, Hamish.'

' I can't do that,' was the answer. ' I fear it is
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not SO much the actual sunshine that's to be seen

yet—only the reflection of it. You could not see

it at all, Arthur ; but I, as I tell you, am extra-

vagantly hopeful.'

The same ever gay tone, the same pleasant

smile accompanied the words. And yet, at that

moment, instead of walking straightforward into the

open space beyond the elm trees, as Arthur did,

Hamish withdrew his arm from his brother's,

and halted under their shade, peering cautiously

around. They were then within view of then- own

door.

' What are you looking at ?'

' To make sm*e that the coast is clear. I heard

to-day—Arthur, I know that I shall shock you

—

that a fellow had taken a writ out against me. I

don't want it to get served, if I can help it.'

Arthur was indeed shocked. ' Oh, Hamish !'

was all he uttered. But the tone betrayed a

strange amount of pain mingled with reproach.

' You must not think ill of me. I declare that

I have been led into this scrape blindfold, as may

be said. I never dreamt I was getting into it. I

am not reckless by nature; and, but for the re-

liant expectation of that money, I should be free

now as you are.'

Thought upon thought was crowding over

Arthur's mind. He did not speak.
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* I cannot charge myself with any foolish or un-

necessary expenditure,' Hamish resumed. ' And,'

he added in a deeper tone, ' my worst enemy will

not accuse me of rashly incurring debts to gratify

my own pleasures. I do not get into mischief.

Were I addicted to drinking or to gambling, my
debts might have been ten times what they are.'

' They are enough, it seems,' said Ai'thur. But

he spoke the words in sadness, not in a spirit of

reproof.

' Arthm-, they may prove of the greatest ser-

vice, in teaching me caution for the future.

Perhaps I wanted the lesson. Let me once get

out of this hash, and I will take pretty good care

not to step into another.'

' If you only can get out of it.'

' Oh, I shall do it, somehow ; never fear. Let

us go on ; there seems to be nobody about.'
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CHAPTER X.

A FALSE ALAEM.

They readied home unmolested. Arthur went

straight to Mr. Channing, who was lying as usual

on his sofa, and bent over him with a smile, sweet

and hopeful as that of Hamish.

' Father, may I gain fifty pounds a-year, if I

can do it, without detriment to my place at Mr.

Galloway's ?'

' Wliat do you say, my boy ?'

' Would you have any objection to my taking

the organ at college on week days ? Mr. Williams

has offered it to me.'

Mr. Channing turned his head and looked at

him. He did not comprehend. 'You could not

take it, Arthur
;
you could not be absent from the

office ; and young Jupp takes the organ. What is

it that you are talking of?'

Arthur explained in his quiet manner, a glad

light shining out of his eyes. Jupp had left the

college for good, and Mr. Williams had offered the

place to liim, and Mr. Galloway had authorized
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him to accept it. He should only have to go to

the office for two hours before breakfast in a

morning, to make up for the two lost in the

day.

' My brave boy !' exclaimed Mr. Channing,

making prisoner of his hand. 'I said this im-

toward loss of the suit might turn out to be a

blessing in disguise. And so it will ; it is bringing

forth the sterling love of my children. You are

doing this for me, Arthm-.'

' Doing it a gi-eat deal for'myself, papa. You do

not know the gratification it will be to me, those

two hours' play daily !'

' I understand, my dear—understand it all
!'

'Especially as ' Ai-thm* came to a sudden

stop.

' Especially as, what ?' asked Mr. Channing.

' As I had thought of giving up taking lessons,'

Arthur hastily added, not going deeper into ex-

planations. ' I play quite well enough, now, to

cease learning. Mr. Williams said one day, that,

-with practice, I might soon equal him.'

' I wonder what those parents do, Arthm*, who

own ungrateful or rebellious children !' IMr.

Channing exclaimed, after a pause of thought.

' The world is full of trouble ; and it is of many

kinds, and takes various phases ; but if we can but

be happy in om- children, all other trouble may pass
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lightly over us, as a summer cloud. I thank God

that my children have never brought home to

me an hour's care. How merciful he has been to

me!'

Arthur's thoughts reverted to Hamish and Ms

trouble. He felt thankful, then, that it was hid

from Mr. Channing.

' I have already accepted the place, papa. I

knew I might count upon your consent.

'

' Upon my warm approbation. My son, do your

best at your task. And,' Mr. Channing added,

sinking liis voice to a whisper, ' when the choris-

ters peal out their hymn of praise to God, during

those sacred services, let your heart ascend with it

in fervent praise and thanksgiving. Too many

go through these services in a matter-of-com-se

spirit, their heart being far away. Do not you.'

Hamish at this moment came in, carrying the

books. ' Are you ready sir. ? There's not much to

do, this evening.'

' Keady at any time, Hamish.'

Hamish laid the books before him on the table,

and sat down. Arthm- quitted the room. Mr.

Channing liked to be alone with Hamish when

the accounts were being gone over.

Mrs. Channing was in the cbawing-room, some

of the children with her. Artlmr entered. ' Mrs.

Channing,' cried he, with mock ceremony, ' allow
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me to introduce you to the assistant-organist of the

cathedral.'

She smiled, supposing it was some joke. ' Very-

well, sir. He can come in
!'

' He is in, ma'am. It is myself.'

* Is young Mr. Jupp there ?' she asked ; for he

sometimes came home with Arthm'.

' Young Mr. Jupp has disappeared from public

life, and I am appointed to his place. It is true.'

' Arthur !' she remonstrated.

' Mamma, indeed it is true. Mr. Wilhams has

given me the place, and Mr. G-alloway has con-

sented to allow me the time to attend the week-

day services ; and papa is glad of it, and I hope

you will be.'

'•J have known of it since this morning,' spoke

Tom, with an assumption of easy consequence

;

while Mrs. Channiag was gathering her senses,

which had been nearly scared away. 'Arthui',

I hope Wniiams intends to pay you ?'

' Fifty pounds a-year. And the copying be-

sides.'

' Is it true, Arthur ?' breathlessly exclaimed

Mrs. Channing.

' I have told you that it is, mother mine. Jupp

has resigned, and I am assistant-organist.'

Annabel danced round him in an ecstasy of

delight. Not at his success—success or failure did
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not much trouble Annabel—but she thought there

might be a prospect of some fun in store for her-

self. ' Arthur, you'll let me come into the cathe-

dral and blow for you ?'

' You little stupid !' cried Tom. ' Much good

you could do at blowing ! A girl blowing the

bellows of the college organ ! That's rich ! Better

let Williams catch you there ! She'd actually go,

I believe
!'

' It is not your business, Tom ; it is Arthur's,'

retorted Annabel, with flushed cheeks. ' Mamma,
can't you teach Tom to interfere with himself, and

not with me ?'

' I would rather teach Annabel to be a young

lady, and not a tomboy,' said Mrs. Channing.

' You may as well wish to be allowed to ring the

college bells, as blow the bellows, child.'

' I should like that,' said Annabel. ' Oh, what

fun, if the cord went up with me !'

Mrs. Channing turned a reproving glance on

her, and resumed her conversation with Aithur

—

' Why did you not tell me before, my boy ? It

was too good news to keep to yourself. How long-

has it been in contemplation ?'

'Dear mamma, only to-day. It was but this

morning that Jupp resigned.'

* Only to-day ! It must have been decided very

liastily, then, for a measure of that sort.'



THE CHANNINGS. 145

* Mr. Williams was so put to it that he took care

to lose no time. He spoke to me at one o'clock.

I had gone to him in the cathedi-al, asking for the

copying, which I heard was going begging, and he

broached the other subject, on the spur of the

moment, as it seemed to me. Nothing could be

decided until I had spoken to Mr. GaUoway, and

that I did after he left here, this afternoon. He

will allow me to be absent from the office an hour,

morning and afternoon, on condition that I attend

for two hom-s before breakfast.'

' But, Arthur, you will have a great deal upon

your hands.'

'Not any too much. It will keep me out of

mischief.'

' When shaU you find time to do the copying ?'

' In an evening, I suppose. I will find plenty of

time.'

As Hamish had observed, there was little to do

at the books, that evening, and he soon left the

parlour. Constance happened to be in the hall as

he crossed it, on his way to his bed-room. Judith,

who appeared to have been on the watch, came

gliding from the half-opened kitchen door, and

approached Constance, looking after Hamish as he

ascended the stairs.

' Do you see. Miss Constance ?' she whispered.

' He is a-carrying the books up with him, as usual
!'

VOL. I. L-
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At this juncture, Hamish turned round to speak

to bis sister. ' Constance, I don't want any supper

to-night, tell my mother. You can call me when
it is time for the reading.'

' And he is going to set on at 'em, now, and he'll

be at 'em till morning light !' continued Judith's

whisper. ' And he'll drop off into his gi-ave with

decline !
—

'tain't in the natm-e of a young man to

do without sleep—and that'll be the ending, and

he'll burn himself up first, and all the house with

him.'

' I think I will go and speak to him,' debated

Constance.

'7 should,' advised Judith. ' The worst is, if the

books must be done, why, they must ; and I don't

see that there's any help for it.'

But Constance hesitated, considerably. She did

not at all like to interfere ; it appeared so very

much to resemble the work of a spy. Several

minutes she deliberated, and then went slowly up

the stairs. Knocking at Hamish's door, she

turned the handle, and would have entered. It

was locked.

' Who's there ?' called out Hamish.

' Can I come in for a minute, Hamish ? I want

to say a word to you.'

He did not undo the door immediately. There

appeared to be an opening and shutting of his desk
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table, first—a scuffle, as if things were being put

away. When Constance entered, she saw one of

the insurance books open on the table, the pen

and ink near it ; the others were not to be seen.

His keys were hanging from the table lock. A
conviction flashed over the mind of Constance that

Judith was right in supposing the office accounts

to be the object that kept him up. ' What can he

do with his time in the day ?' she thought.

' What is it, Constance ?'

' Can you let me speak to you, Hamish ?'

' If you won't be long. I was just beginning to

be busy,' he replied, taking out the keys and

putting them in his pocket.

' I see you were,' she said, glancing at the

ledger. ' Hamish, you must not be offended with

me, or think I interfere unwarrantably. I would

not do it, but that I am anxious for you. Why is

it that you sit up so late at night ?'

There was a sudden accession of colour in his

face—Constance saw it ; but there was a smile as

well. ' How do you know I do sit up ? Has Judy

been telling tales ?'

' Judy is uneasy about it, and she spoke to me
this evening. She has visions of the house being

burnt up with everybody in it, and of your injuring

your health fatally. I believe she would deem the

latter calamity almost more grievous than the
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former, for you know you were always her favourite.

Hamish ! is there no danger of either T
* There is not. I am too cautious for the one to

happen, and, I believe, too hardy for the other.

Judy is a simpleton,' he laughed ; ' she has got her

safety water-butt, and what more can she desire ?'

' Hamish, why do you sit up ? Have you not

time for your work in the day ?'

' No. Or else I should do it in the day. I do

not sit up so as to hurt me. I get, on an average,

three hours' night-work, five days in the week;

and if that can damage a strong fellow like me,

call me a puny changeling.'

' You sit up much longer than that ?'

* Not frequently. These light days, I sometimes

do not sit up half so long ; I get up in the

morning, instead. Constance, you look grave

enough for a judge !'

' And you, laughing enough to provoke me.

Suppose I tell papa of this habit of yours, and get

him to forbid it ?'

'Then, my dear, you would work irreparable

mischief,' he replied, becoming grave in his tm-n.

' Were I to be prevented doing as I please in my
chamber in this house, I must get a room else-

where, in wliich I should be my own master.'

' Hamish I'

' You oblige me to say it, Constance. You and
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Judy must lay your Leads together upon some

other grievance, for indeed, for this particular one

there is no remedy. She is an old goose, and you

are a young one.'

' Is it right that we should submit to the risk of

being set fire to ?'

' My dear, if that is the point, I'll have a fire-

escape reared over the front door every night, and

pay a couple of watchmen to act as guardians.

Constance !' again leaving his tone of mockery,

'you know that you may trust me better than

that'

' But, Hamish, how do you spend your time in

the day, that you cannot complete your books

then ?'

' Oh,' drawled Hamish, ' oiu-s is the laziest

ofBlce ! gossipping and scandal going on in it from

morning till night. In the fatigue induced by

that, I am not sure but I take a nap, some-

times.'

Constance could not tell what to make of him.

He was gazing at her with the most perplexing-

expression of face, looking ready to burst into a

laugh.

' One last word, Hamish, for I hear Judith

calling to you. Are you obliged to do this night-

work ?'

' I am.'
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' Then I will say no more ; and tilings must go

on as it seems they have hitherto done.'

Arthur came running up the stahs, and Hamish

met him at the chamber door. Arthur, who

appeared strangely agitated, began speaking in a

half-whisper, unconscious that his sister was within.

She heard every word.

' Judy says some young man wants you, Hamish

!

I fear it may be the fellow to serve the writ.

What on earth is to be done ?'

' Did Judy say I was at home ?'

' Yes ; and has handed liim into the study, to

wait. Did you not hear her calling to you ?'

' I can't ' ' see him,' Hamish was about to

say. ' Yes, !I will see him,' he added after a

moment's reflection. ' Anything rather than have

a disturbance which might come to my mother's

ears ; and I suppose if he could not serve it now,

he would watch for me in the morning.'

' Shall I go down first, and hear what he has to

say?'

'Arthur, boy, it would do no good. I have

brought this upon myself and must battle with it.

A Channing cannot turn coward !'

' But he may act with discretion,' said Arthur.

' I will speak to the man, and if there's no help

for it, I'll call you.'

Down flew Arthur, four stairs at a time. Ha-
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misli remained with his body inside his chamber

door, and his head ont. I conckide he was listen-

ing ; and, in the confusion, he had probably totally

forgotten Constance. Arthur came bounding up

the stairs again, his eyes sparkling.

'A false alarm, Hamish! It's only Martin

Pope.'

' Martin Pope !' echoed Hamish, considerably

relieved, for Martin Pope was an acquaintance of

his, and sub-editor of one of the Helstonleigh

newspapers. ' Why could not Judy have opened

her mouth ?'

He ran down the stairs, the colour which had

left his face, returning to it. But it did not re-

turn to that of Constance ; hers had changed to

an ashy whiteness. Arthur saw her standing

there ; saw that she must have heard and compre-

hended all.

' Oh, Arthur, has it come to this ? Is Hamish

in that depth of debt ?'

' Hush ! Whatever brought you here, Con-

stance ?'

' What writ is it that he fears ? Is there indeed

one out against him ?'

' I don't know much about it. There may be

one.'

She wrung her hands. ' The next thing to a

writ is a prison, is it not ? If he should be taken.
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what would become of the office—of papa's

place ?'

' Do not agitate yourseK,' he implored. ' It

can do no good.'

' Nothing can do good ; nothing, nothing. Oh

!

what trouble !'

'Constance, in the greatest trouble there is

always one Eefuge.'

' Yes,' she mentally thought, bursting into tears.

* What, but for that shelter, would become of us in

our bitter hours of trial ?'
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CHAPTEE XI.

THE CLOISTER KEYS.

It was the twenty-second day of the month,

and nearly a week subsequent to the date of the

last chapter. Arthur Channing sat in his place

at the cathedral organ, playing the Psalm for

the morning; for the hour was that of divine

service.

' Oh give thanks unto the Lord, for he is gra-

cious : and his mercy endureth for ever !'

The boy's whole heart went up with the words.

Se gave thanks : mercies had come upon him

—

—upon his; and that great dread—which was

turning his days to gaU, his nights to sleepless-

ness—the arrest of Hamish, had not as yet been

attempted. He felt it all as he sat there ; and,

in a softer voice, he echoed the melodious song of

the choristers below, verse after verse, as each

verse rose sweetly on the ah, filling the aisles of

the old cathedi-al: how that God deHvers those
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who cry unto Him—tliose who sit in darkness and

in the shadow of death ; those whose hearts fail

through heaviness, who fall down and there is

none to help them—He brings them out of the

darkness, and breaks then- bonds in sunder. They

that go down to the sea in ships, and occupy their

business in great waters, who see the works of the

Lord, and His wonders in the deep ; whose hearts

cower at the stormy rising of the waves, and in

their agony of distress they cry unto Him to help

them ; and He hears the cry, and delivers them.

He stiUs the angry waves, and makes the storm

a calm, and brings them into the haven where they

would be ; and then they are glad, because they

are at rest.

' Oh that men would therefore praise the Lord

for his goodness : and declare the wonders that He

doeth for the children of men !

*And again, when they are minished, and

brought low : through oppression, through any

plague or trouble ; though He suffer them to be

evil intreated through tyrants : and let them

wander out of the way in the Avilderness
;

yet

helpeth He the poor out of misery, and maketh

him households like a flock of sheep.

' Whoso is wise will ponder these things : and

they shall understand the loving-kindness of the

Lord.'
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The refrain died away, the gentle sound of the

echo died after it, and silence fell upon the cathe-

dral. It was broken by the voice of the Eeverend

William Yorke, giving out the first lesson—a chap-

ter in Jeremiah.

At the final conclusion of the service Arthur

Channing quitted the college. In the cloisters he

was overtaken by the choristers, Avho were hasten-

ing back to the school-room. At the same mo-

ment Ketch, the porter, passed, coming towards

them from the south entrance of the cloisters.

He touched his hat in his usual ungTacious fasliion

to the dean and Dr. Gardner, who were turnmg

into the chapter-house, carrying their trenchers,

and looked the other way as he passed the boys.

Arthur caught hold of Hurst. 'Have you

" served out" old Ketch, as you threatened ?' he

laughingly asked.

*Hush!' whispered Hurst. 'It has not come

off yet. We had an idea that an inkling of it had

got abroad, so we thought it best to keep quiet for

a few nights, lest the Philistines should be on the

watch. But the time is fixed now, and I can tell

you that it is not a hundred nights off.'

With a shower of mysterious nods and winks.

Hurst rushed away and boimded up the stairs

to the school-room. Arthur returned to Mr.

Galloway's.
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'It's the awfulest shame!' bm-st forth Tom
Channing that day at dinner (and allow me to

remark, m parentJiese, that, in reading about

schoolboys, you must be content to accept their

grammar as it comes) ; and he brought the

handle of his knife down upon the table in a

passion.

'Thomas!' uttered Mr. Channing, in amazed

reproof.

' Well, papa, and so it is ! and the school's going

pretty near mad over it !' returned Tom, turning

his crimsoned face upon his father. ' Would you

believe that I and Huntley are to be passed over

in the chance for the seniorship, and Yorke is to

have it, without reference to merit ?'

' No, I do not beheve it, Tom,' quietly replied

Mr. Channing. ' But, even were it true, it is no

reason why you should burst out m that unseemly

manner. Did you ever know a hot temper do

good to its possessor ?'

* I know I am hot-tempered,' confessed Tom.
* I cannot help it, papa ; it was born with me.'

'Many of om- failings were born with us, my
boy, as I have always understood. But they are

to be subdued ; not indulged.'

' Papa, you must acknowledge that it is a

shame if Pye has promised the seniorship to

Yorke, over my head and Huntley's,' reiterated
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Tom, who was apt to speak as strongly as he

thought. ' If he gets the seniorship, the exhibition

will follow, that is an understood thing. Would it

be just ?

'Why are you saying this? What have you

heard ?'

' Well, it is a roundabout tale,' answered Tom.
' But the rumour in the school is this—and if it

turns out to be true, Gerald Yorke will about get

eaten up alive.'

' Is that the rumour, Tom ?' said Mrs. Channing.

Tom laughed, in spite of his anger. ' I had not

come to the rumour, mamma. Lady Augusta and

Dr. Burrows are great friends, you know ; and we

hear that they have been salving over Pye .'

' Gently, Tom !' put in Mr. Channing.

'Talking over Pye, then,' corrected Tom, all

impatient to proceed with his story ;
' and Pye has

promised to promote Gerald Yorke to the senior-

ship. He '

' Dr. Burrows is gone away again,' interrupted

Annabel. ' I saw him go by to-day in his travel-

ling carriage. Judy says he is gone to his

rectory ; some of the deanery servants told her

so.'

' You'll get something, Annabel, if you interrupt

in that fashion,' cried Tom. ' Last Monday Dr.

Burrows gave a dinner party. Pye was there,
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and Lady Augusta was there ; and it was then

they got Pye to promise it to Yorke.'

'How is it known that tliey did?' asked Mr.

Channing.

' The boys all say it, papa. It was circulating

through the school this morning like wild-fire.'

' You will never take tlie prize for logic, Tom.

How did the boys hear it, I ask ?'

' Through Mr. Calcraft,' replied Tom.
' Tom !'

* Mr. Ketch, then,' said Tom, correcting himself

as he had done previously. 'Both names are a

mile too good for him. Ketch came into contact

with some of the boys this morning before ten

o'clock school, and, of course, they went into a

wordy war—which is nothing new. Huntley was

the only senior present, and Ketch was insolent to

him. One of the boys told Ketch that he would

not dare to be so, next year, if Huntley should be

senior boy. Ketch sneered at that, and said

Huntley never would be senior boy, nor Channing

either, for it was already given to Yorke. The

boys took his words up, ridiculing the notion of

Ids knowing anything of the matter, and they did

not spare their taunts. That roused his temper,

and the old fellow let out all he knew. He

said Lady Augusta Yorke was at Galloway's

office yesterday, boasting about it before Jenkins.'
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' A roundabout tale, indeed !' remarked Mr.

Channing; 'and told in a somewhat roundabout

manner, Tom. I sliould not put faith in it. Did

you hear anything of this, Arthui- ?'

' No, sir. I know that Lady Augusta called at

the office yesterday afternoon while I was at

college. I don't know anything more.'

' Huntley intends to drop across Jenkins this

afternoon, and question him,' resumed Tom Chan-

ning. ' There can't be any doubt that it was he

who gave the information to Ketch. If Huntley

finds that Lady AugTista did assert it, the school

will take the affair up.'

The boast amused Hamish. ' In what manner

will the school be pleased to " take it up ?"

'

questioned he. 'Kecommend the dean to hold

Mr. Pye under surveillance ? or send Lady

Augusta a challenge ?'

Tom Channing nodded his head mysteriously.

' There is many a true word spoken in jest,

Hamish. I don't know yet what we should do

:

we should do something. The school won't stand

it tamely. The day for that one-sided sort of

oppression has gone out with our grandmothers'

fashions.'

' It would be very wrong of the school to stand

it,' said Charley, throwing in his word. 'If the

honours are to go by sneaking favour, and not by
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merit, where is the use of any of us putting out

our metal ?'

' You be quiet, Miss Charley ! you juniors have

nothing to do with it,' were all the thanks the boy

got from Tom.

Now the facts really were very much as Tom
Channing asserted ; though whether, or how

far Mr. Pye had promised, and whether Lady

Augusta's boast had been a vain one, was a

matter of speculation. Neither could it be sur-

mised the part, if any, played in it by Prebendary

Burrows. It was certain that Lady Augusta had,

on the previous day, boasted to Mr. Galloway, in

his office, that her son was to have the seniorship

;

that Mr. Pye had promised it to her and Dr.

Burrows, at the dinner party. She spoke of it

without the least reserve, in a tone of much self-

gratulation, and she laughingly told Jenkins, who

was at his desk writing, that he might wish Gerald

joy when he next saw him. Jenkins took it all in

for truth ! it may be questioned if ]\Ir. Galloway

did, for he knew that Lady Augusta did not

always weigh her words before speaking.

In the evening—this same evening, mind, after

the call at the office of Lady Augusta—Mr.

Jenkins proceeded towards home when he left

his work. He took the road through the cloisters.

As he was passing the porter's lodge, who should
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lie sees in it but his father, old Jenkins, the bedes-

man, holding a gossip with Ketch ; and they saw

him.

'If that ain't our Joe a-going past!' exclaimed

the bedesman.

Joe stepped in. He was proceeding to join in

the converse, when a lot of the college boys tore

along, hooting and shouting, and kicking a ball

about. It was kicked into the lodge, and a few

compliments were thrown at the boys by the

porter, before they could get the ball out again.

These compKments, you may be quite sure, tlie

boys did not fail to return with interest: Tom
Channing, in particular, being charmingly polite.

' And the saucy young beast '11 be the senior

boy soon !' foamed Mr. Ketch, as the lot decamped.

' I wish I could get him gagged, I do
!'

'No, he will not,' said Joe Jenkins, speaking

impulsively in his superior knowledge. ' Yorke is

to be senior.'

' How do you know that, Joe ?' asked his father.

Joe replied by relating what he had heard said

by Lady Augusta tliat afternoon. It did not

conciliate the porter in the remotest degree : he

was no more favourable to Gerald Yorke than he

was to Tom Channing. Had he heard the school

never was to have a senior again, or a junior either,

that might have pleased him.

VOL. I. M
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But on tlie following morning, when lie fell

into dispute with the boys in the cloisters, he

spoke out his information in a spirit of triumph

over Huntley. Bit by bit, angered by the boys'

taunts, he repeated every word he had heard from

Jenkins. The news, as it was busily cii^culated

from one to the other, caused no slight hubbub in

the school, and gave rise to that explosion of Tom
Channing's at the dinner-table.

Huntley sought Jenkins, as he had said he

would do, and received the confirmation of the

report, so far as the man's knowledge went. But

Jenkins was terribly vexed at the report having

got abroad, through him. He determined to pay

a visit to Mr. Ketch, and reproach him with his

incaution.

Mr. Ketch sat in his lodge, taking his supper

—

bread and cheese, and a pint of ale procured at

the nearest public-house. Except in the light

months of summer, it was his habit to close the

cloister gates before supper time ; but as Mr. Ketch

liked to take that meal early (eight o'clock), and

as dusk, for at least four months in the year,

obstinately persisted in putting itself off to a later

hour, in spite of his growling, and as he might

not shut up before dusk, he had no resource but

to eat first and lock up afterwards. The ' lodge
'

was a quaint abode, of one room only, built in an



THE CHANNINGS. 163

obscure nook of the cathedral, near the grand

entrance. He was pursuing his meal after liis

own peculiar custom, eating, drinking, and grum-

bling.

' It's worse nor leather, this cheese ! Selling

it to a body for double-Gloucester ! I'd like to

double them as made it. Eightpence a pound !

—

and short weight besides ! I wonder there ain't a

law passed to keep the cost 'o provisions down !'

A pause, given chiefly to grunting, and Mr.

Ketch resumed:

—

' This bread's rougher nor a bear's hide ! Go
and ask for new, and they palms you off with stale.

They'll put a loaf a week old into the oven to hoi

it up again, and then sell it you for new ! There

ought to be a criminal code made for hanging

bakers. They be all cheats. They mixes up

alum, and bone-dust, and plaster of Paris, and

Drat that door ! Who's a-kicking at it now ?'

Nobody was kicking. Somebody was civilly

knocking. The door was pushed slightly open,

and the inoffensive face of Mr. Joseph Jenkins

appeared in the aperture.

' I say, ]Mr. Ketch,' began he in a mild tone of

deprecation, 'whatever is it that you have gone

and done ?'

'What d'ye mean?' growled old Ketcn. "Is

this a way to come and set upon a gentleman in
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his own house ? \Alio taught you manners, Joe

Jenkins ?'

'You have been repeating what I mentioned

last night about Lady Augusta's son getting the

seniorship,' said Jenkins, coming in and closing the

door.

' You did say it,' retorted Mr. Ketch.

' I know I did ; but I did not suppose you were

going to repeat it again.'

'If it was a secret, why didn't you say so?

asked Mr. Ketch, bestowing a few more hard

words upon his cheese.

' It was not exactly a secret, or Lady Augusta

would not have mentioned it before me,' re-

monstrated Joe. ' But it is not the proper thing,

for me to come out of Mr. Galloway's office, and

talk of anything I may have heard said in it by

his friends, and then for it to get round to his ears

again ! Put it to yourself, Mr. Ketch, and say

whether you would Kke it'

' What did you talk of it for, then ?' snarled

Ketch, preparing to take a copious draught of ale.i

' Because I thought you and father were safe.

You might both have known better than to speak

of it out of doors. There is sure to be a com-

motion over it.'

* Miserable beer ! they have took and brewed it

out of ditchwater
!'
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'Young Mr. Huntley came to me to-day, to

know the rights and the wrongs of it—as he said,'

continued Joseph. 'He spoke to Mr. Galloway

about it afterwards—though I must say he was

kind enough not to bring in my name ; only said,

in a general way, that he had ' heard ' it. He is

an honourable young gentleman, is that Huntley.

He vows the report shall be conveyed to the

dean.'

' Serve 'em right !' snapped the porter. ' If the

dean does his duty, he'll order a general flogging

for the school, all round. It'll do 'em good.'

' Galloway did not say much—except that he

knew what he should do, were he Huntley's or

Channing's father. Which I took to mean that, in

his opinion, there ought to be an inquiry insti-

tuted.'

* And you know there ought,' said Mr. Ketch.

' I know ! I'm sure I don't know,' was the

mild answer. ' It is not my place to reflect upon

my superiors, Mr. Ketch—to say they should do

this, or they should do that. I like to reverence

them, and to keep a civil tongue in my head.'

' Which is what you don't do. If I knowed

who brewed this beer I'd enter an action again

him, for putting in no malt. It's swipes ; it ain't

good wholesome beer.'

' I would not have had this get about for any
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money !' resumed Jenkins. ' Neither you nor

father shall ever catch me opening my lips

' Keep 'em shut then,' growled old Ketch. ' I

wish them as made this bread had the eating of

it! the world's full of nothing but thieves and

pickpockets
!'

Mr. Ketch leisurely finished his supper, and

the two continued talking until dusk came on

—

nearly dark ; for the porter, churl though he was,

liked a visitor as well as anybody—possibly as a

vent for his temper. He did not often get one

who would stand it so meekly as Joe Jenkins. At

length Mr. Jenkins lifted himself off the shut-up

press bedstead on which he had been perched, and

prepared to go.

' Come along of me while I lock up,' said Ketch,

somewhat less ungraciously than usual.

Mr. Jenkins hesitated. 'My wife will be won-

dering what has become of me; she'll blow me

up for keeping the supper waiting,' debated

he, aloud. 'But—well, I don't mind going with

you this once, for company's sake,' he added in his

obliging yieldingness.

The large keys, two, one at each end of a string,

were hung up just within the lodge door ; they

belonged to the two gates of the cloisters. Old

Ketch took them down and went out with Jenkins,
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merely sliutting his own door ; he rarely fastened

it, unless he was going some distance.

Very dark were the enclosed cloisters, as they

entered by the west gate. It was later than the

usual hour of closing, and it was, moreover, a

gloomy evening, the sky overcast as with a pall.

They went through the cloisters to the south gate,

Ketch gnimbhng all the way. He locked it, and

then turned back again.

Arrived about midway of the west quadrangle,

the very darkest part in all the cloisters, and the

most dreary, Jenkins, suddenly startled his com

panion by declaring there was a light in the burial-

ground.

' Come along !' growled Ketch. ' You'll say

there's corpse candles there next.'

' It is but a little spark, like,' said Jenkins,

halting. ' I should not wonder but it is one of

those pretty, innocent glowworms.'

He leaned liis arms upon the mulKoned frame

of the open Gothic window, raised himself on tip-

toe to get as complete a view as was practicable, and

pushed his head out to reconnoitre the grave-yard.

Mr. Ketch shuffled on ; the keys, lield somewhat

loosely in his hand by the string, clanking together.

' Be you a-going to stop there all night ?' he

called out, when he had gone a few paces, half

turning round to speak. •
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At that moment a somewhat startling incident

occurred. The keys were Avhisked out of Mr.

Ketcli's hand, and fell, or appeared to fall, with a

clatter on the flags at his feet. He turned his

anger upon Jenkins.

'Now then, you senseless calf! What did you

do that for?'

'Did you speak?' asked Jenkins, taking his

elbows from the distant window-frame, and ap-

proaching.

Mr. Ketch felt a little staggered. His belief

had been that Jenkins had come up silently, and

dashed the keys from his hand ; but Jenkins, it

appeared, had not left the window. However, like

too many other cross-grained spirits, he persisted

in venting the blame upon him.

' Aren't you ashamed of yom-self, to play a old

man such a trick ?'

'I have played no trick,' said Jenkins. 'I

thought I saw a glowworm, and I stopped to

look; but I couldn't see it again. There's no

trick in that'

'Ugh!' cried the porter in his wrath. 'You
took and clutched the keys from me, and tlu'owed

'em on the ground ! Pick 'em uj).'

' Well, I never heard the like !' said Jenkins.

'I was not within yards and yards of you. If

you dropped the keys it was no fault of mine.'
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But, being a peaceably-inclined man, he stooped

and found the keys.

The porter grunted. An inner current of con-

viction rose in his heart that he must undoubtedly

have dropped them, though he could have de-

clared at the time that they were mysteriously

snatched from him. He seized the string firmly

now, and hobbled on to the west door, abusing

Jenkins all the way.

They arrived at the west door, which was gained

by a narrow closed passage from the gate of

entrance, as was the south door, in a similar

manner ; and there Mr. Ketch used his eyes

and his tongue considerably, for the door, instead

of being open, as he had left it, was shut and

locked.

' What on earth has done this ?' shrieked he.

' Done what ?' asked Mr. Jenkins.

' Done what !' was the irascible echo. ' Be you

a fool, Joe Jenkins ? Don't you see the door's

fast?'

* Unfasten it,' said Jenkins, sensibly.

Mr. Ketch proceeded to do so—at least, to

apply one of the keys to the lock—with much

fumbling. It apparently did not occur to liim to

wonder how the locJdng process could have been

effected, considering that the key had been in his

own possession.
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Fumbling and fumbling, now with one key, now

with the other, and then with critical feeling of

the keys and their wards, the truth at length

burst upon the unhappy man that the keys were

not the right keys, and that he and Jenkins were

—locked in ! The perspiration broke out over

him as large as peas.

' They must be the keys,' remonstrated Mr.

Jenkins.

' They are not the keys,' shrieked Ketch. ' D'ye

think I don't know my own keys, now I come to

feel 'em ?'

' But they were your keys that fell down, and

that I picked up,' argued Jenkins, perfectly sure

in his own mind, that they could be no others.

' There was not a fairy in the cloisters, to come an

change them.'

' Feel 'em !' roared Ketch, in his despair.

' These be a couple of horrid, rusty old things, as

can't have been in use since the cloisters was built.

You have changed 'em, you have !' he sobbed, the

notion taking possession of him forcibly. ' You

are a-doing it to play me a infamous trick, and I'll

have you up before the dean to-morrow ! I'll shake

the life out of you, I will
!'

Laying summary hold of Mr. Jenkins, he began

to shake him with all his feeble strength. The

latter soon extricated himself, and he succeeded in
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impressing on the man the fallacy of his suspicion.

' Don't I want to get home to my supper and my
wife ? Don't I tell you that she'll set upon me

like anything for keeping it waiting ?' he meekly

remonstrated. ' Do I want to be locked up in these

unpleasant cloisters ? Give me the keys, and let

me try them.'

Ketch, in sheer helplessness, was fain to comply.

He resigned the keys to Jenkins, and Jenkins

tried them : but he was none the nearer unlocking

the gate. In their increasing perplexity, they re-

solved to return to the place in the quadrangle

where the keys had fallen—a very forlorn sugges-

tion proceeding from Mr. Jenkins that the right

keys might be lying there still, and that tins rusty

pair might, by some curious and unaccountable

chance, have been lying there also.

They commenced their search, disputing, the

one hotly, the other temperately, as to which was

the exact spot. With feet and hands they hunted

as weU as the dark would allow them : all in vain

;

and Ketch gave vent to a loud burst of feeling

when he realized the fact, that they were posi-

tively locked up in the cloisters, beyond hope of

succour, in the dark and lonely night.
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CHAPTER XII.

A MISHAP TO THE BISHOP OF HELSTONLEIGH.

' FOKDHAM, I wonder whether the cloisters are

closed ?'

' I wiU see, my lord.'

The question came from the Bishop of Helston-

leigh ; who, as it fell out, had been to make an

evening call upon the dean. The dean's servant

was now conducting his lordship down the grand

staircase, on his departure. In proceeding to the

palace from the deanery, to go through the clois-

ters cut off quite two-thirds of the distance.

Fordham quitted the hall, a lamp in his hand,

and traversed sundry passages which brought him

to the deanery garden. Crossing the garden, and

treading another short passage, he came to the

cloisters. The bishop had followed, lighted by

Fordham, and talking affably. A very pleasant

man was the Bishop of Helstonleigh, standing Httle

upon forms and ceremonies. In frame he was

nearly as active as a college boy.

'It is all right, I think, my lord,' said Ford-
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ham. *I hear the porter's voice now in the

cloisters.'

' How dark it is !' exclaimed the bishop. * Ketch

must be closing late to-night What a noise he is

making!'

In point of fact, Mr. Ketch had just arrived at

that agreeable moment which concluded the last

chapter—the conviction that no other keys were

to be found, and that he and Jenkins were fast.

The tone in which he was making his sentiments

known upon the calamity, was not a subdued one.

' Shall I light you round, my lord ?'

' By no means—by no means. I shall be up

with Ketch in a minute. He seems in a passion.

Good night, Fordham.'

' Good night to your lordship.'

The servant went back to the deanery. The

prelate groped his way round to the west quad-

rangle.

' Are you closing, Ketch ?'

]\Ir. Ketch started as if he had been shot, and

his noise dropt to a calm. Truth to say, his style

of complaint had not been orthodox, not exactly

suitable to the ears of his bishop. He and Jenkins

both recognized the voice, and bowed low, dark

though it was.

' What is the matter. Ketch ? You are making

enough noise.'
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' Matter, my lord !' groaned Ketch. ' Here's

matter enough to make a saint—saving your

lordship's presence—forget his prayers. We be

locked up in the cloisters.'

* Locked up !' repeated the bishop. ' What do

you mean ? Who is with you ?'

' It is me, my lord,' said Jenkins, meekly, an-

swering for himself; 'Joseph Jenkins, my lord,

at Mr. Galloway's. I came in with the porter just

for company, my lord, when he came to lock up,

and we have somehow got locked in.'

The bishop demanded an explanation. It was

not very easily afforded. Ketch and Jenkins

talked one against the other, and when the bishop

did at length get to comprehend the tale, he

scarcely gave credence to it.

'It is an incomprehensible story, Ketch, that

you should drop your keys, and they should get

changed for others as they lay on the flags. Are

you sure you brought out the right keys ?'

' My lord, I couldn't bring out any others,' re-

turned Ketch, in a tone that longed to betray its

resentment, and would have betrayed it to any-

body but a bishop. ' I haven't got no others to

bring, my lord. Them two keys hangs up on the

nail always, and there ain't another key besides in

the house, save the door key.'

' Some one must have changed them previously



THE CHANNINGS. 175

—must have hung up these m their places,' re-

marked the bishop.

' But, my lord, it couldn't be, I say,' reiterated

old Ketch, nearly shrieking. ' I know the keys just

as well as I know my own hands, and they was the

right keys that I brought out. The best proof, my
lord, is, that I locked the south door fast enough

;

and how could I have done that with these wretched

old rusty things ?'

' The keys must be on the flags still,' said his

lordship.

' That is the only conclusion I can come to, my
lord,' mildly put in Jenkins. ' But we cannot

find them.'

* And meanwhile we are locked in for the night,

and here's his right reverend lordsliip, the bishop,

locked in with us !' danced old Ketch, nearly be-

side himself with anger. ' Of course, it wouldn't

matter for me and Jenkins : speaking in compa-

rison, we are nobody ; but it is a shameful indignity

for my lord.'

'We must try and get out. Ketch,' said his

lordship, in a tone that sounded as if he were more

inclined to laugh than cry. ' I will go back to the

deanery.'

Away went the bishop, as quickly as the gloom

allowed him, and away went the other two in his

wake. Arrived at the passage which led from
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the cloisters to the deanery garden, they groped

they way to its end—only to find the door closed

and locked.

* Well, this is a pleasant situation !' exclaimed

the bishop, his tone betraying amusement as well

as annoyance ; and with his own prelatical hands

he pummelled at the door, and shouted with his

own prelatical voice. When the bishop was tired,

Jenkins and Ketch set on to pummel and to shout,

and they pummelled and shouted till their knuckles

were sore and their throats were hoarse. It was

all in vain. The garden intervened between them

and the deanery, and they could not be heard.

It certainly was a pretty situation, as the prelate

remarked. The Eight Eeverend the Bishop of

Helstonleigh, ranking about fifth, counting by pre-

cedence, on the episcopal bench, locked up igno-

miniously in the cloisters of Helstonleigh, with

Ketch the porter, and Jenkins the steward's clerk

;

likely, so far as appearances might be trusted, to

have to pass the night there ! The like had never

yet been heard of.

The bishop went to the south gate, and tried

the keys himseK; the bishop went to the west

gate, and tried them there ; the bishop stamped

about the west quadrangle, hoping to stamp upon

the missing keys ; but nothing came of it. Ketch

and Jenkins attended him—Ketch grumbhng in
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the most angry terms that he dared, Jenkins in

humble silence.

' I really do not see what is to be done,' de-

bated the bishop, who, no doubt, wished himself

well out of the dilemma, like any less exalted

mortal would have done. ' The doors leading into

the college are sure to be closed.'

' Quite sure,' groaned Ketch.

' And to get into the college would not serve us,

that I see,' added the bishop. ' We should be no

better off there than here.'

' Saving that we might ring the bell, my lord,'

suggested Jenkins, with deference.

They proceeded to the college gates. It was a

forlorn hope, and one that did not serve them.

The gates were locked, the doors closed beliind

them. No getting to the bell that way ; it might

as well have been a hundred miles off.

They traversed the cloisters again, and tried the

door of the school-room. It was locked. Had it

not been, the senior boy might have expected

punishment from the head-master. They tried

the small door leading into the residence of Dr.

Burrows— fast also ; that abode just now was

empty. The folding doors of the chapter-house

were opened easily, and they entered. But what

did it avail them ? There was the large, round

room lined with its books, furnished with its im-

VOL. I. N
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mense table and easy-chairs ; but it was as miicli

shut in from the hearing of the world outside as

they were. The bishop came in contact with a

chair, and sat down in it. Jenkins, who, as clerk

to Mr. Galloway, the steward to the dean and

chapter, was familiar with the chapter-house, felt

his way to the spot where he knew matches were

sometimes kept. He could not find any : it was

the time of light evenings.

'There's just one chance, my lord,' suggested

Jenkins. 'That the little unused door at the

corner of the cloisters, leading into the body of

the cathedi'al, may not be locked.'

' Precious careless of them sextons, if it is not
!'

grunted Ketch.

' It is a door nobody ever thinks of going in at,

my lord,' retm-ned Jenkins, as if he would apolo-

gize for the sextons' carelessness, should it be

found imfastened. ' If it is open, we might got to

the bell.'

' Them sextons, proud, stuck-up gentlemen, be

made up of carelessness and anything else that's

bad, they be !' groaned Ketch. ' Holding up their

heads above us porters
!'

It was worth the trial. The bishop rose from

the chair, and groped his way out of the chapter-

house, the two others following.

' If it hadn't been for that Jenkins's folly, a-
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fancying he saw a light in the buiying-groiind,

and me turning round to order him to come on, it

might not have happened,' grumbled Ketch, as

they wound round the cloisters.

'A light in the burial-ground !' hastily repeated

the bishop. ' What light ?'

' Oh, a corpse-candle, or some nonsense of that

sort, he had got his mind running on, my lord.

Half of the world is idiots, and Jenkins is the

biggest of 'em,'

' My lord,' spoke poor Jenkins, deprecatingly,

' I never had such a thought within me as that

it was a "corpse-candle." I said I fancied it

might be a glowworm. And I believe it was one,

my lord.'

'A more sensible thought than the other,' ob-

served the prelate.

Luck at last ! The door was found to be un-

locked. It was a low narrow door, only used

on the very rare occasion of a funeral, and was

situated in a shady-out-of-the-way nook, where

nobody ever thought of looking. ' Oh, come, this

is something!' cried the bishop, cheerily, as he

stepped into the cathecbal.

* And your lordship now sees what fine careless

sextons we have got !' struck in Ketch.

'We must overlook their carelessness this time,

in consideration of the service it renders us,' said
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the bishop, in a kindly tone. ' Take care of the pil-

lars, Ketch.'

' Thank ye, my lord. I'm a-going along with my
hands held out afore me, to save my head,' re-

turned Ketcli.

Most likely the bishop and Jenkins were doing

the same. Dexterously steering clear of the pil-

lars, they emerged in the wide, open body of the

cathedral, and bent their steps across it to the

spot where hung the ropes of the bells.

The head sexton to the cathedral—whom you

must not confound with a gravedigger, as you

might an ordinary sexton; cathedral sextons

being personages of more importance—was seated

about this hour at supper in his home, close to

the cathedral. Suddenly the deep-toned college

bell boomed out, and the man started as if a gun

had been fired at him.

' Why, that's tbe college bell !' he uttered to his

family. And the family stared with open mouths,

replying not.

The college bell it certainly was, and it was

striking out, sharp irregular strokes, as though

the ringer was not accustomed to his work. The

sexton started up, in a state of the most amazed

consternation.

' It is magic, it is nothing less—that the bell

should be ringing out at tliis hour !' exclaimed he.
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'Father,' suggested a juvenile, finding his

tongue, 'perhaps somebody's got locked up in

the college.' For which prevision he was rewarded

with a stinging smack on the head.

' Take that, sir ! D'ye think I don't know

better than to lock folks up in the college ? It

was me, myself, as locked up this evening.'

'No need' to box him for that,' resented the

wife. ' The bell is ringing, and I'll be bound the

boy's right enough. One of them masons must

have fell asleep in the day, and has just woke up

to find himself shut in. Hope he likes his berth !'

Whatever it might be ringing the bell, whether

magic or a mason, of course it must be seen to

;

and the sexton hastened out, the keys of the

cathedral in his hand. He bent his steps towards

the front entrance, passing the cloisters, wliich, as

he knew, would be locked at that hour. 'And

that bear of a Ketch won't hurry himself to un-

lock them,' soliloquized he.

He found the front gates surrounded. The

beU had struck upon the wondering ears of many,

living witliin the precincts of the cathedral, who

flocked out to ascertain the reason. Amonefst

others, the college boys were coming up in troops.

' Now, good people, please—by your leave
!'

cried the sexton. ' Let me get to the gates.'

They made way for the man and his ponderous
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keys, and the ingress to the college was gained.

The sexton was beginning a sharp reproof to the

" mason," and the crowd preparing a chorus to it,

when they were seized with consternation, and

fell back on each other's toes. It was the Bishop

of Helstonleigh, in his laced-up hat and apron,

who walked forth.

The sexton humbly snatched off his hat; the

college boys raised their trenchers.

' Thank you all for coming to the rescue,' said

the bishop, in a pleasant tone. ' It was not an

agreeable situation, to be locked in the cathedral.'

' My lord,' stammered the sexton, in awe-struck

dread, as to whether he had unwittingly been the

culprit, ' how did yom- lordship get locked in T
' That is what we must inquire iuto,' rephed the

bishop.

The next to hobble out was Ketch. In his own

fashion, almost ignoring the presence of the

bishop, he made known the tale. It was received

with disbelieving ridicule. The coUege boys

especially cast mockery towards it, and began

dancing a jig when the bishop's back was turned.

"Let a couple of keys drop down, and, when

picked up, you found them transmogi-ified into

old rusty macliines, made in the year one !' cried

Bywater. ' Tliat's very hke a whale. Ketch !'

Ketch tore off to his lodge, as fast as liis lum-
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bago allowed him, calling upon the crowd to come

and look at the nail where the keys always hung,

save when in use, and holding out the rusty dis-

semblers for the public view, in a furious passion.

He dashed open the door. The college boys,

pushing before the crowd, and following on the

bishop's heels—who had probably his own reasons

for wishing to see the solution of the affair

—

thronged into the lodge. ' There's the nail, my
lord, and there

'

Ketch stopped, dumbfounded. On the nail,

hanging by the string, as quietly as if they had

hung for ages, were the cloister keys. Ketch rubbed

his eyes, and stared, and rubbed again. The

bishop smiled.

'I told you. Ketch, I thought you must be

mistaken, in supposing you brought the proper

keys out.'

Ketch burst into a sobbing wail of anger and

deprecation. 'He had took out the right keys,

and Jenkins could bear him out in the assertion.

Some wicked trick had been played upon him,

and the keys brought back during his absence and

hung up on their hook ! He'd lay his life it was

the college boys
!'

The bishop turned his eyes on those young

gentlemen. But nothing could be more innocent

than their countenances, as they stood before him
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in their trenchers. Rather too innocent, perhaps

:

and the bishop's eyes twinkled, and a half smile

crossed his lips ; but he made no sign. Well would

it be if all the clergy were as sweet-tempered as

the Bishop of Helstonleigh !

* Well, Ketch, take care of your keys for the

future,' was all he said, as he walked away. ' Good

night, boys.'

' Good night to your lordship,' replied the boys,

once more raising then- trenchers ; and the crowd,

outside, respectfully saluted their prelate, who

returned it in kind.

' W^hat are you waiting for, Thorpe ?' the

bishop demanded, when he found the sexton was

still at the great gates holding them about an inch

open.

' For Jenkins, my lord,' was the reply. ' Ketc

said he was also locked in.'

' Certainly he was,' replied the bishop. ' Has

lie not come forth ?'

' That he has not, my lord. I have let nobody

whatever out except your lordship and the porter.

I have called out to him, but he does not answer,

and does not come.'

' He went up into the organ-loft in search of a

candle and matches,' remarked the bishop. ' You

had better go after him, Thorpe. He may not

know that the doors are open.'



THE CHANNINGS. 185

The bishop left, crossing over to the palace.

Thorpe, calling one of the old bedesmen, some of

whom had come up then, left him in charge of the

gate, and did as he was ordered. He descended

the steps, passed through the \Ndde doors, and

groped his way in the dark towards the choir.

' Jenkins
!'

There was no answer.

' Jenkins !' called out he again.

Still there was no answer : save the sound of

the sexton's own voice as it echoed in the silence

of the large edifice.

* Well, this is a odd go !' exclaimed Thorpe, as

he leaned against a pillar and surveyed the dark-

ness of the cathedral. 'He can't have melted

away into a ghost, or dropped down into the crypt

among the coffins. Jenkins, I say !'

With a word of impatience at the continued

silence, the sexton returned to the entrance gates.

All that could be done was, to get a light and

search for him.

They procured a lantern, Ketch ungraciously

supplying it ; and the sexton, taking two or three

of the spectators with him, proceeded to the

search. * He has gone to sleep in the organ-loft,

that is what he has done,' cried Thorpe, making

known what the bishop had said.

Alas ! Jenkins had not gone to sleep. At the
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foot of the steps, leading to the organ-loft, they

came upon him. He was lying there insensible,

blood oozing from a wound on the forehead. How
had it come about ? What had caused it ?

Meanwhile, the college boys, after driving Mr.

Ketch nearly wild with their jokes and ridicule,

touching the mystery of the keys, were scared by

the sudden appearance of the head-master. They

decamped as fast as their legs could carry them,

bringing themselves to an anchor at a safe

distance, under shade of the friendly elm trees.

Bywater stuck his back against one, and his

laughter came forth in peals. Some of the rest

tried to stop it, whispering caution.

* It's of no good talking, you fellows ! I can't

keep it in ; I shall bm-st if I try. I have been at

bursting point ever since I twitched the keys out

of his hands in the cloisters, and threw the rusty

ones down. You see I was right—that it was best

for one of us to go in without our boots, and to

wait. If half a dozen had gone, we should never

have got away unheard.'

' I pretty nearly burst when I saw the bishop

come out, instead of Ketch,' cried Tod Yorke.

* Burst with fright.'

' So did a few more of us,' said Galloway. ' I

say, will there be a row ?'

* Goodness knows ! He is a kind old chap, is
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the bishop, Better for it to have Leen him than

the dean.'

' What was it Ketch said, about Jenkins seeing

a glowworm ?'

'Oh!' shrieked Bywater, holding his sides,

' that was the best of all ! I had got a lucifer out

of my pocket, playing with it, while they went

round to the south gate, and it suddenly struck

fire. I tlu-ew it over to the burial-ground : and

that soft Jenkins took it for a glowworm.'

' It's a stunning go !' emphatically concluded

Mr. Tod Yorke. ' The best we have had this half,

yet.'

'Hush—sh—sh—sh !' whispered the boys under

then- breath. ' There goes the master.'
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CHAPTER XIII.
'

MAD NANCE.

Mr. Galloway was in his office. Mr. Galloway

was fuming and fretting at the non-arrival of his

clerk, Mr. Jenkins. Mr. Jenkins was a punctual

man ; in fact, more than punctual : his proper time

for arriviug at the office was half-past nine ; but

the cathedral clock had rarely struck the quarter-

past, before Mr. Jenkins would be at his post.

Things seem to go by contrary in this world

:

almost any other morning it would not have

mattered a straw to Mr. Galloway whether

Jenkins was a little after or a little before his

time; but on this particular morning he had

especial need of him, and had come himself to the

office unusually early.

One-two, three-four ! chimed the quarters of

the cathedral. ' There it goes—half-past nine
!'

ejaculated Mr. GaUoway. ' What does Jenkins

mean by it ? he knew he was wanted early.'

A sharp knock at the office door, and there en-

tered a little dark woman, in a black bonnet and
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a beard. She was BIr. Jenkins's better half, and

had the reputation for being very considerably the

gi'ey mare.

' Good morning, Mr. Galloway. A pretty kettle

of flsh, this is
!'

' What's the matter now ?' asked Mr. Galloway,

surprised at the address. * Where's Jenkins ?'

' Jenkins is in bed with his head plastered up.

He's the greatest booby living, and would posi-

tively have come here all the same, but I told

him I'd strap him down -with cords if he attempted

it. A pretty object he'd have looked, staggering

through the streets, with his head big enough for

two, and held together with white plaster !'

' What has he done to liis head ?' wondered Mr.

Galloway.

* Good gracious ! have you not heard ?' ex-

claimed the lady, whose mode of speech was

rarely overburdened with polite words of compli-

ment, though she meant no disrespect. ' He got

locked up the cloisters last night witli old Ketch

and the bishop.'

Mr. Galloway stared at her. He had been

dining the previous evening, with some friends at

the other end of the town, and knew nothing of

the occurrence. Had he been within hearins:

when the college bell tolled out at night, he would

have run to ascertain the cause as eagerly as any
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schoolboy. ' Locked up in the cloisters with old

Ketch and the bishoj) !' he repeated in amazement.

' 1 do not understand.'

Mrs. Jenkins proceeded to enlighten him. She

gave the explanation of the strange affair of the

keys, as it had been given to her by the unlucky

Joe. While telling it, Ai-thur Channing entered,

and, almost immediately afterwards, Roland

Yorke.

' The bishop, of all people !' uttered Mr. Gallo-

way. ' What an untoward thing for his lordship
!'

'No more untoward for him than for others,'

retorted the lady. ' It just serves Jenkms right.

What business had he to go dancing through the

cloisters Avith old Ketch and his keys ?'

'But how did Jenkins get hm-t?' asked Mr.

Galloway, for that particular point had not yet

been touched upon.

' He is the greatest fool going, is Jenkins,' was

the complimentary retort of Jenkins's wife. ' After

lie had helped to ring out the bell, he must needs

go poking and groping into the organ-loft, hunting

for matches or some such msane rubbish. He

might have known, had he possessed any sense,

that candles and matches are not likely to be there

in summer time ! Why, if the organist wanted

ever so much to stop in after dark, when the

college is locked up for the night, he wouldn't be
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allowed to do it ! It's only in winter, wlien he has

to light a candle to get through the afternoon

sei-vice that they keep matches and dips np there.'

' But about his head ?' repeated Mr. Galloway,

who was aware of the natural propensity 6f Mrs.

Jenkins to wander from the point in discussion.

'Yes, about his head !' she wrathfully answered.

' In attempting to descend the stau-s again, he

missed his footing, and pitched right down to the

bottom of the flight. That's how his head came

in for it. He wants a nurse with him always, does

Jenkins, for he is no better than a child in leading

strings.'

' Is he much hurt ?'

' And there he'd have lain till morning, but for

the bishop,' resumed Mrs. Jenkins, paying no at-

tention to the inquiry. 'After his lordship got

out, he, finding Jenkins did not come, told Thorpe

to go and look for him in the organ-loft. Thorpe

said he should have done nothing of the sort but

for the bishop's order ; he was just going to lock

the great doors again, and there Jenkins would

have been, fast ! They found him lying at the

foot of the stairs, just inside the choir gates, with

no more life in him than there is in a dead man.'

* I asked you whether he is seriously hurt, Mrs.

Jenldns.'

' Pretty well. He came to his senses as they
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were bringing bim home, and somebody ran for

Hurst, the surgeon. He is better tliis morning.'

* But not well enough to come to business ?'

* Hurst told him if he worried himself with busi-

ness, or anything else to-day, he'd get brain fever

as sure as a gun. He ordered him to stop in bed,

and to keep quiet, if he could.'

' Of com'se he must do so,' observed Mr. Gal-

loway.

' There is no course in it, when men are the

actors,' dissented Mrs. Jenkins. ' Hurst did well to

say " if he could," when ordering him to keep quiet.

I'd rather have an animal ill in the house, than I'd

have a man—they are ten times more reasonable.

There has Jenkins been, tormenting himself ever

since seven o'clock this morning about coming

here : he was wanted particularly, he said.

" Would you go if you were dead ?" I asked him
;

and he stood it out that if he were dead it would

be a^'different thing. " Not different at all," I said.

A nice thing it would be, to have to nurse him

through a brain fever !'

' I am grieved that it should have happened,'

said Mr. Galloway, kindly. ' Tell him from me,

that we can manage very well without him. He
must not venture here again, imtil Mr. Hurst says

he may come with safety.'

*I should have told him that, to pacify him
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wlietlier you had said it or not,' candidly avowed

Mrs. Jenkins. ' And now I must go back home

on the run. As good have no one to mind my
shop as that young house-girl of ours. If a

customer comes in for a pair of black stockings,

she'll take and give 'em a white knitted nightcap

!

She's as deficient of common sense as Jenldns

is. Your servant, sir. Good morning, young gen-

tlemen !'

' Here, wait a minute !' cried Mr. Gralloway, as

she was speeding off. ' I cannot comprehend it at

all. The keys could not have been changed as they

lay on the flags.'

' Neither can anybody else comprehend it,

returned Mrs. Jenkins. ' If Jenkins was not a

sober man—and he had better let me catch him

being anything else !—I should say the two, him

and Ketch, had had a drop too much. The bishop

himself could make neither top nor tail of it. It'll

teach Jenkins not to go gallavanting again after

other folk's business
!'

She finally turned away, and Mr. Galloway set

himself to revolve the perplexing narrative. The

more he thought, the less he was nearer doing so

;

like the bishop, he could make neither top nor

tail of it. ' It is entirely incredible !' he remarked

to Arthur Channing, ' unless Ketch took out the

wrong keys
!'

VOL. I. o
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' And if lie took out the wrong keys, kow could

ke kave locked the soutk door?' interrupted

Koland Yorke. 'I'd lay anybody five shillings

tkat tkose mischievous scamps of college boys

were at the bottom of it ! I taxed Grerald with

it, and he flew at me for my pains. But the

seniors may not have been in it. You should

have heard the bell clank out last night, Mr.

G-alloway
!'

' I suppose it brought out a few,' was Mr. Gal-

loway's rejoinder.

' It did that,' said Arthur Channing. ' Myself

for one. \\^ien I saw the bishop emerge from the

college doors, I could scarcely beUeve my sight.'

* I'd have given half-a-crown to see him !' cried

Eoland Yorke. ' If there's any fun going on, it

is sure to be my fate to miss it ! Cator was at my

house, having a cigar with me ; and, though we

heard the bell, we did not disturb ourselves to see

what it might mean.'

<What is your opinion of last night's work,

Arthur ?' asked Mr. Galloway, returnmg to the

point.

Arthur's opinion was a very decided one, but

he did not choose to say so. The meeting with

the college boys at their stealthy post in the

cloisters, Avhen he and Hamish were passing

through at dusk, a few nights previously, coupled
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with the hints then thrown out of the 'servine:

out ' of Ketch, coukl leave little doubt as to the

culprits. Arthur returned an answer, couched

in general terms.

' Could it have been the college boys, think

you ?' debated Mr, Galloway.

' Not being a college boy I cannot speak posi-

tively, sir,' he said laughing. ' Gaunt knows

nothing of it. I met him as I was going home to

breakfast from my early hour's work here, and he

told me he did not. There would have been no

harm done, after all, but for the accident to

Jenkins.'

' One of you gentlemen can just step in to see

Jenkins in the course of the day, and reassure

him that he is not wanted said Mr. Galloway.

' I know how necessary it is to keep the mind

tranquil in any fear of brain affection.'

No more was said, and the occupation of the

day began. A busy day was that at Mr. Gal-

loway's, much to the chagrin of Eoland Yorke,

who had an unconquerable objection to doing too

much. He broke out into grumblings at Arthur,

when the latter came running in from his duty at

college.

* I'll tell you what it is, Channing
;
you ouglit

not to have made the bargain to go to that

bothering organ on busy days; and Galloway
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must have been out of his mind to let you make

it. Look at the heap of work there is to do !'

'I will soon make up for the lost hour,' said

Arthur, setting to with a will. 'Where's Mr.

Galloway ?'

' Gone to the bank,' grumbled Eoland. ' And I

have had to answer a dozen callers-in at least,

and do all my writing besides. I wonder what

possessed Jenkins to go and knock his head to

powder ?'

Mr. Galloway shortly returned, and sat doA\Ti to

write. It was a thing he rarely did ; he left

writing to his clerks, unless it was the writing of

letters. By one o'clock the chief portion of tlie

work was done, and Mr. Eoland Yorke's spirits

recovered their elasticity. He went home then to

dinner, as usual. Arthur preferred to remain at

his post, and get on further, sending the house-

keeper's little maid out for a twopenny roll, which

he devoured as he wrote. He was of a remarkably

conscientious nature, and deemed it only fair to

sacrifice a little time in case of need, in return for

the great favour which had been granted him by

Mr. Galloway. Many of the families who had sons

in the college school dined at one o'clock, it being

the most convenient hour for the boys. Hearty,

growing youths are not satisfied with anything

less substantial tlian a dinner in the middle of the
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day, and two dinners in a household tell upon

the pocket. The Channings did not afford two,

neither did Lady Augusta Yorke; so their hour

was one o'clock.

' \^^lat a muff you must be, to go without your

dinner !' cried Eoland Yorke to Arthur, when he

returned at two o'clock. ' I wouldn't.'

' I have had my dinner,' said Arthur.

' What did you have ?' cried Eoland, pricking

up his ears. ' Did Galloway send to the eating-

house for roast ducks and green peas ? That's

what we had at home, and the peas were half

boiled, and the ducks were scorched, and cooked

without stuffing. A wretched set of incapables

our house turns out ! and my lady does not know

how to alter it. You have actually finished that

deed, Channing ?'

'It is finished, you see. It is surprising how

much one can do in a quiet hour
!'

' Is Galloway out ?'

Arthur pointed with his pen to the door of

Mr. Galloway's private room, to indicate that he

was in it. ' He is writing letters.'

' I say, Channing, there's positively nothing

left to do,' went on Eoland, casting his eyes over

the desk. ' Here are these leases, but they are

not wanted until to-morrow. Who says we can't

work in this office ?'
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Arthur laughed good-naturedly, to think of the

small amount, out of that day's Avork, which had

fallen to the share of Koland.

Some time elapsed. Mr. Galloway came into their

room from his own to consult a ' 13radshaw,' which

lay on the shelf, alongside Jenkins's desk. He held

in his hand a very closely-written letter. It was of

large, letter-paper size, and appeared to be filled

on its four sides. While he was looking at the

book, the cathedral clock chimed out the three

quarters past two, and the bell rung out for divine

service.

' It can never be that time of day !' exclaimed

Mr. Galloway, in consternation, as he took out

his watch. ' Sixteen minutes to thi'ee ! and I am
a minute slow ! How has the time passed ? I

ought to have been at
'

Mr. Galloway brought his words to a stand-still,

apparently too absorbed in the railway-guide to

conclude them. Eoland Yorke who had a free

tongue, even with his master, filled up the pause.

' Were you going out, sir ?'

' Is that any business of yours, Mr. Koland ?

Talking won't fill in that lease, sir.'

' The lease is not in a hurry, sir,' returned in-

corrigible Eoland. But he held his tongue then,

and bent his head over his work.

Mr. Galloway dipped liis pen in the ink, and
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copied something from Bradshaw into the closely-

written letter, standing at Jenkins's desk to do it

;

then he passed the blotting-paper quickly over

the words, and folded the letter.

'Channing,' he said, speaking very hastily

you will see a j620 bank-note on my desk, and

the directed envelope of this letter ; bring them

here.'

Arthur went, and brought forth the envelope

and bank-note. Mr. G-alloway doubled the note

in four and slipped it between the folds of the

letter, putting both in the envelope. He had

fastened it down, when a loud noise and commo-

tion was heard in the street. Curious as are said

to be Antiquated maidens, Mr. Galloway rushed to

the window and threw it up, his two clerks attend-

ing in his wake.

Something very fine, in a white dress, and pink

and scarlet flowers in her bonnetless head, as if

attired for an evening party, was whirling round

the middle of the road in circles : a tall woman,

who must have been beautiful once. She appeared

to be wliirling somebody else with her, amid

laughter and shrieks and cries and groans of the

whirlers and the gathering mob.

'It is Mad Nance!' uttered Mr. Galloway.

' Poor thing ! she really ought to be in confine-

ment.'
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So everybody had said for a long while, but

nobody bestirred themselves to place her in it.

This unfortunate creature, Mad Nance, as she

was called, was sufficiently harmless to be at large

on sufferance, and sufficiently mad at times to put

a street in an uproar. In her least sane moments

she would appear, as now, in an old dimity white

dress, scrupulously washed and ironed, and deco-

rated with innumerable frills; some natural

flowers, generally wild ones, in her hau*. Dande-

lions were her favourites ; she would make them

into a wreath, and fasten it on, letting her en-

tangled hair hang beneath. To-day she had con-

trived to pick up some geranium blossoms, scarlet

and pink.

' Who is it that she has got hold of there ?'

exclaimed Mr. Galloway. 'He does not seem to

like it.'

Arthur burst into laughter as lou^ as the

woman's when he discovered that it was Harper,

the lay clerk. This unlucky gentleman, who had

been quietly and inoffensively proceeding up

Close Street on his way to service in the cathedral,

was seized upon by Mad Nance by the two hands.

He was a thin, weak little man, a very reed in her

strong hands. She slu-ieked, she laughed, she

danced, she flew with him round and round. He
shrieked also, his hat was off, his wig was gone

;
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and it was half the business of Mr. Harper's life to

make that wig aj)pear a real one. He talked, he

raved, he remonstrated ; I am very much afraid

he swore. Mr. Galloway laughed till the tears ran

down his cheeks, as did Arthur.

The crowd was parted by an authoritative hand,

and the same hand, gentle now, laid its fii-mness

upon the woman and released the prisoner. It

was Hamish Channing who had come to the rescue,

suppressing his mirth as he best could while he

effected it
!'

* I'll have the law of her !' panted Harper, as he

picked up his hat and wig. ' If there's justice to

be got in Helstonleigh she shall suffer for this

!

It's a to^Mi's shame to let her go about, molesting

peaceable wayfarers, and shaking the life out of

them !'

Something at a distance appeared to attract

the attention of the unhappy woman, and she flew

away. Hamish and Mr. Harper were left alone

in the street, the latter still exploding with wrath,

and vowing all sorts of revenge.

' Put up with it quietly, Harper,' advised Ha-

mish. ' She is like a little child, not accountable

for her actions.'

'That's just like you, Mr. Hamish Channing.

If they took yom- head off, you'd put up with it

!
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How would you like your wig flung away in the

sight of a whole street ?'

' I don't wear one,' laughed Hamish. ' Here's

your hat ; not much damaged, apparently.'

Mr. Harper, settling his wig on his head, and

composing himself as he best could, continued his

way to the cathedral, turning his hat about in his

hand, and closely regarding it. Hamish stepped

across to Mr. Galloway's, meeting that gentleman

at the door.

' A good thing you came up as you did, Mr.

Hamish. Harper will remember Mad Nance for a

year to come.'

' I expect he will,' replied Hamish, laughing

still. Mr. Galloway laughed also, and walked

hastily down the street.
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CHAPTER XIV.

KEEPING OFFICE.

Hamish entered tlie office. Arthur and Roland

Yorke had their heads stretched out of the window,

and did not hear his footsteps. He advanced

quietly and brought his hands down hastily down

upon the shoulder of each. Roland started, and

gave his head a knock against the window-frame.

' How you startle a fellow ! I thought it was

Mad Nance come in to seize hold of me.

' She has seized hold of enough for one day,'

said Hamish. 'Harper will dream of her to-

night.'

' I thought Galloway would have gone into a

fit, he laughed so,' cried Arthur. ' As for my
sides, they'll ache for an hour.'

Roland Yorke's lip curled with an angry ex-

pression. 'My opinion coincides with Harper's,'

he said. ' I think Mad Nance ought to be pun-

ished. We are none of us safe from her, if this is

to be the game.'

'If you punish her to-day, she would do the
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same again to-morrow, if the fit came over her,'

rejoined Hamish. ' It is not often slie breaks out

like this. The only thing is, to steer clear of

her.'

' Hamish has a fellow-feeling for that Mad

Nance,' mockingly sj)oke Holand Yorke.

* Yes, poor thing ! for her story is a sad one.

If the same grievous wrong were worked upon

some of us, perhaps we might go and take to

dancing for the benefit of the public. Talking of

the public, Arthur,' continued Hamish, turning

to his brother, 'what became of you at dinner-

time? The mother was for setting the town-

crier to work.'

' I could not get home to-day. We have had

double work to do, as Jenkins is away.'

Hamish tilted himself on to the edge of Mr.

Jenkins's desk, and took up the letter, apparently

in abstraction, which ]\Ii'. Galloway had left there,

ready for the post. ' Mr. Kobert Galloway, Sea-

view Terrace, Ventnor, Isle of Wight,' read he

aloud. ' That must be Mr. Galloway's cousin,' he

remarked ;
' the one who has got through so much

money.'

* Of course it is,' answered Eoland Yorke.

' GaUoway pretty near keeps him, I know.

There's a .£20 bank-note going to him in that

letter. Catch me doing it, if I were Galloway !'
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* 1 vfish. it was going into my pocket instead/

said Hamisli, balancing the letter on bis fingers,

as if be wished to test its weight.

' I wish the clouds would drop sovereigns

!

But they don't come any the quicker for my wish-

ing it/ said Holand Yorke.

Hamish put the letter back from whence he bad

taken it, and jumped off the desk. ' I must be

walking,' said he. ' Stopping here will not do

my work. If we
'

' By Jove ! there's Knivett !' uttered Koland

Yorke. 'Where's be off to, so fast? I have

something that I must tell him.'

Snatching up his hat, Roland darted at full

speed out of the office, in search of one who was

running at full speed also down the street. Ha-

mish looked out, amused, at the chase ; Arthur,

who had called after Roland in vain, seemed vexed.

'Knivett is one of the fleetest runners- in Helston-

leigh,' said Hamish. ' Yorke will scarcely catch

him up.'

' I wish Yorke would allow himself a little

thought, and not act upon impulse,' exclaimed

Arthur. 'I cannot stop three minutes longer;

and be knows that ! I shall be late for college.'

He was already prepai-ing to go thither. Putting

some papers in order upon his desk, and locking

up others, he carried the letter for Ventnor into
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Mr. Galloway's private room, and put it into the

letter rack. Two others, ready for the post, were

lying there. Then he went to the front door to

look out for Yorke. Yorke was not to be seen.

' What a thoughtless fellow he is !' exclaimed

Arthur, in his vexation. ' What is to be done ?

Hamish, you will have to stop here.'

' Thank you ! what else ?' asked Hamish.

' I must be at college, whatever betide.' Which

was true; yet neither might the office be left

vacant. Arthur grew a little flurried. * Do stay,

Hamish ; it will not hinder you five minutes, I dare

say. Yorke is sure to be in.'

Hamish came to the door halting on its first

step, and looking out over Arthur's shoulder. He
drew his head in again with a sudden movement.

' Is not that old Hopper down there ?' he asked

below his breath, the tone sounding like one of

fear.

Arthur turned his eyes on a shabby old man

who was crossing the end of the street, and saw-

Hopper, the sheriffs officer. ' Yes : why ?'

' It is that old fellow who holds the ^Tit. He
may be on the watch for me now. I can't go

out just yet, Arthur; I'll stay here till Yorke

oomes back.'

He returned to the office, sat down and leaned

his brow upon his hand. A strange brow of care
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it was, just then, ill according -with the gay face of

Hamish Channing. Arthur, waiting for no second

permission, flew towards the cathedral as fast as

his long legs would carry him. The dean and

chapter were preparing to leave the chapter-house

as he tore past it, through the cloisters. Three

o'clock was strildng. Arthur's heart and breath

were alike panting when he gained the dark

stairs. At that moment, to his excessive astonish-

ment, the organ began to peal forth.

Seated at it was Mr. Williams ; and a few words

of explanation ensued. The organist said he should

remain for the service, which rendered Arthur at

liberty to go back again.

He was retracing his steps underneath the elm-

trees in the Boundaries, at a less swift pace than

he had recently passed them, when, in turning a

corner, he came face to face with the sheriff's

officer. Arthur, whose thoughts were at that

moment fixed upon Hamish and his difficulties,

started away from the man, in an impulse for

which he could not have accounted.

* No need for you to be frightened of me,

Mr. Ai'thur,' said the man, who, in his more

palmy days, before he learnt to take more drink

than was good for him, had been a clerk in

Mr. Channing's office. ' I have got nothing about

me that will bite you

'
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He laid a stress upon tlie ' you ' in both cases.

Arthur understood only too well what was meant,

though he would not appear to do so.

* Nor anybody else, either, I hope, Hopper. A
warm day, is it not ?'

Hopper drew close to Arthur, not looking at

him, apparently examining with hands and eyes

the trunk of the elm-tree underneath wliich they

had halted. 'You tell your brother not to put

himself in my way,' he said, in a low tone, his lips

scarcely moving. ' He is in a bit of trouble, as I

suppose you know.'

' Yes,' breathed Arthur.

' Well I don't want to serve the ^vl•it upon

him ; I won't serve it, unless he makes me, by

throwing himself within length of my arm. If he

sees me coming up one street, let him cut down

another ; into a shop ; anywhere ; I have got eyes

that only see when I want 'em to. I come

prowling about here once or twice a day for show,

but I come at a time when I am pretty sure he

can't be seen
;
just gone out, or just gone in. I'd

rather not harm him.'

' You are not so considerate to all,' said Arthur,

after a pause given to revolving the words, and to

wonder whether they were spoken in good faith,

or with some insidious purpose. He could not de-

cide.
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' No, I am not,' pointedly returned Hopper in

answer. ' There are some that I look after, sharp

as a ferret looks after a rat, but I'll never do that

by any son of ]\Ii-. Channing's. I can't forget the

old days, sir, when your father was kind to me ; he

stood by me longer than my o^vn friends did ; but

for him I should have starved in that long illness I

had when the office would have me no longer.

\\'Tiy don't Mr. Hamish settle this?' he abruptly

added.

' I suppose he cannot,' answered Arthur.

' It is bat a bagatelle at the worst, and our

folks would not have gone to extremities if he had

shown only a disposition to settle. I am sure

that if he would go to them now, and pay down a

£10 note and say, " You shall have the rest as I

can get it," they'd withdi'aw proceedings ; ay, even

for £5 I believe they would. Tell him to do it,

Mr. Arthur; tell him I always kmow which way

the wind blows with our people.'

' I will tell him, but I fear he is very short of

money just now. Five or ten pounds may be as

impracticable to find, sometimes, as five or ten

thousand.'

* Better find it than that he should be locked

up,' said Hopper. ' How would the office get on ?

Deprive him of the power of management, and it

might cost Mr. Channing his place. What use is

VOL. I. p
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a man of, when lie is in prison? I was in Mr.

Channing's office for ten years, Mr. Arthur, and I

know every trick and turn in it, though I have

left it a good while. And now that I have just

said this, I'll go on ; and mind you tell him.'

' Thank you,' warmly replied Arthur.

' And when you have told him, please to forget

that you have heard it. There's somebody's eyes

peering at me over the deanery blinds. They

may peer ! I don't mind them ; deaneries don't

trouble themselves with sheriffs' officers.'

He glided away, and Arthur went straight to

the office. Hamish was alone ; he was seated at

Jenkins's desk, writing a note.

* You here still, Hamish ! Where's Yorke ?'

' Echo answers where,' replied Hamish, who

appeared to have recovered his full flow of spirits.

' I have seen nothing of him.'

' That's Yorke all over ! It is too bad.'

' It would be, were this a busy afternoon with

me. But what brings you back, Mr. Arthur?

Have you left the organ to play itself?'

' Williams is taking it ; he heard of Jenkins's

accident, and thought I might not be able to get

away from the office twice to-day, so he attended

himself.'

' Come, that's good-natured of Williams !
A

bargain's a bargain, and having made the bar-
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gain, of course it is your own look-out that you

fulfil it. Yes, it was considerate of Williams.'

' Considerate for himself,' said Arthui*. * He did

not come down to give me holiday, but in the

fear lest IVIr. Galloway should prevent my attend-

ing. "A pretty thing it would have been," he

said to me, "had there been no organist this

afternoon ; it might have cost me my place."

'

'Moonshine!' said Hamish. 'It might have

cost him a word of reprimand, nothing more.'

' Helstonleigh's dean is a strict one, remember.

I told Williams he might always depend upon me.'

' What should you have done, pray, had I not

been here to turn office-keeper ?' laughed Hamish.

'Of the two duties I must have obeyed the

most important one. I should have locked the

office up and given the key to the housekeeper

till college was over, or till Yorke returned. He
deserves something for this move. Has any one

called ?'

* No. Arthur, I have been making free with a

sheet of paper and an envelope,' said Hamish,

completing the note he was writing. ' I suppose

I am welcome to it ?'

* To ten, if you want them,' returned Arthur.

' To whom are you wTiting ?'

' As if I should put you cm courant of my love-

letters !' gaily answered Hamish.
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How could Hamish indulge in this careless

gaiety with the sword hanging over his head ? It

was verily a puzzle to Arthur. A light, sunny

nature was Hamish Channing's. This sobering

blow which had fallen on it had probably not

come before it was needed. Had his bark been

sailing in waters perpetually smooth, he might

have wasted his life, indolently basking on the

calm, seductive waves. But the storm rose, the

waves ran hisfh, threateninof to enoTilf him. and

Hamish knew that his best energies must be put

forth to surmount them. Never, never talk of

troubles as dark, unmitigated evils : to the God-

fearing, the God-trusting, they are fraught with

hidden love.

'Hamish, were I threatened with evil, as you

are, I could not be otherwise than oppressed and

serious.'

' ^^^lere would be the use of that ?' cried gay

Hamish. ' Care killed a cat. Look here, Arthur,

you and your grave face ! Did you ever know

care do a fellow good ? I never did ; but a great

deal of harm. I shall manage to scramble out of

my pit somehow. You'll see.' He put the note

in his pocket, as he spoke, and took up his Jiat

to depart.

' Stop an instant longer, Hamish. I have just

met Hopper.'
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' He did not. convert you into a writ-server, I

hope. I don't think it would be a legal

service.'

' There you are, making joke of it again !

Hamish, he has the writ, but he does not wish to

serve it. You are to keep out of his way, he says,

and he will not seek to put himself in yours. My
father was kind to him in days gone by, and he

remembers it now.'

' He's a regular trump ! I'll send him half-a-

crown in a parcel,' exclaimed Hamish.

'I wish you would hear me out. He says a

£10 note, perhaps a £5 note, paid on account,

would induce " his people "—I suppose you under-

staud the phrase—to stay proceedings, and to give

you time. He strongly advises it to be done.

That's all.'

Not only all Arthur had to say upon the point,

but all he had time to say. At that moment the

barouche of Lady Augusta Yorke drove up to the

door, and they both went out to it. Lady Augusta,

her daugliter Fanny, and Constance Channing

were in it. She was on her way to attend a

missionary meeting at the Guildhall, and had

come to take up Eoland, that he might escort her

into the room.

'Eoland is not to be found. Lady Augusta,'

said Hamish, raising his hat with one of his sunny
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smiles. 'He darted off, it is impossible to say

where, thereby making me a prisoner. My
brother had to attend the cathedral, and there was

nobody to keep office.'

' Then I think I must also make a prisoner of

you, Mr. Hamish Channing,' graciously said Lady

Augusta. ' Will you accompany us ?'

Hamish shook his head. ' I wish I could ; but I

have already wasted more time than I ought to

have done.'

' It will not cost you five minutes more,' urged

Lady Augusta .
' You shall only just take us

into the hall ; I will release you then, if you

must be released. Three ladies never can go

in alone—fancy how we should get stared at !',

Constance bent her pretty face forward. ' Do,

Hamish, if you can !'

He suffered himself to be persuaded, stepped

into the barouche, and took his seat by Lady

Augusta. As they drove away, Arthur thought

the greatest ornament the carriage contained had

been added to it in handsome Hamish.

A full hour Arthur worked on at his deeds

and leases, and Yorke never returned. Mr. Gallo-

way came in then. * Where's Yorke ?' was his

first question.

Arthur replied that he did not know ; he had
* stepped out ' somewhere. Arthur Channing was
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not one to make mischief, or get another into

trouble. Mr. Galloway asked no further ; he

probably inferred that Yorke had but just gone.

He sat down at Jenkins's desk, and began to read

over a lease.

' Can I have the stamps, sir, for this deed ?'

Ai-thur presently asked.

' They are not ready. Are the letters gone to

the post ?'

' Not yet, sir.'

' You can take them now, then. And, Arthur,

suppose you step in, as you return, and see how

Jenkins is.'

' Very well, sir.' He went into Mr. Galloway's

room, and brought forth the tlrree letters fi-om the

rack. ' Is tliis one not to be sealed ?' he inquired

of Mr. Galloway, indicating the one directed to

Ventnor, for it was Mr. Galloway's invariable

custom to seal ""letters which contained money,

after they had been fastened down with the gum.

' It is a double surety,' he would say.

' Ay, to be sure,' replied Mr. G alloway. ' I

went off in a hurry and did not do it. Bring me

the wax.'

Ai-thur handed him the sealing-wax and a light.

Mr. Galloway sealed the letter, stamping it with

the seal hanging to his watch-chain. He then

held out his hand for another of the letters, and
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sealed that. ' And this one, also ?' inquired

Arthur, holding out the third.

' No. You can take them now.''

Ai'thur departed. A few paces from the door he

met Roland Yorke, coming along in a white heat.

' Channing, I could not help it—I could not,

uj)on my honour. I had to go somewhere with

Knivett, and we were kept till now. Galloway's

in an awful rage, I suppose ?'

*He has only just come in. You had no right

to play me this trick, Yorke. But for Hamish

being there, I must have locked up the office.

Don't you do it again, or Mr. Galloway may get

to hear of it.'

' It is all owing to that confounded Jenkins
!'

flashed Eoland. * Why did he go and get his

head smashed ? You are a good fellow, Arthur.

I'll do you a neighbomiy turn, some time.'

He sped into the office, and Arthur walked to

the post with the letters. Coming back, he turned

into Mrs. Jenkins's shop in the High Street.

Mrs. Jenkins was behind the counter. ' Oh, go

up ! go up and see him !' she cried in a tone of

suppressed passion. ' His bed-room's front, up the

two-pair flight, and I'll take my affidavit that there

have been fifty folks here this day to see him, if

there has been one. I could sow a peck of peas

on the stairs I You'll find other company up there.'
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Arthur groped his way up the stairs ; they were

dark to his sight, coming in from the garish sun-

shine. He found the room indicated, and entered.

Jenkins lay in his bed, his bandaged head upon

the pillow; and, seated by his side, his apron

falling, and his clerical hat held between his

knees, was the Bishop of Helstonleigh.
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CHAPTER XV.

A SPLASH IN THE RIVER,

Amongst other received facts, patent to common

and uncommon sense, is the very obvious one, that

a man cannot be in two places at once. Many a

prisoner, accused wrongfully, has [made clear his

innocence and saved his life by proving this : if he

were in one place, he could not have been in

another, establishing what is called an alihi. In

like manner, no author, that I ever heard of, was

able to relate two different portions of his narra-

tive at one and the same time. Thus you will

readily understand, that if I devoted last week's

paper to Mr. Galloway, his clerks and their con-

cerns generally, it could not be given to Mr.

Ketch and Jiis concerns ; although in the strict

order of time and precedence, the latter gentle-

man might have claimed an equal, if not a pre-

mier right.

Mr. Ketch stood ui his lodge, his body leaning

for support upon the shut-up press-bedstead,



THE CHANNINGS. 219

whicL, by day, looked like a liigh chest of drawers

with brass handles, and his eyes fixed on the keys,

hanging on the nail opposite to him. His state of

mind may be best expressed by the strong epi-

thet, * savage.' Mr. Ketch had not a pleasant-

looking face at the best of times : it was green and

withered ; and his small bright eyes were always

dropping water; and the tAvo or tlu-ee locks of

hair, which he still possessed, were of faded yellow,

and stood out, solitary and stiff, after the manner

of those pictures you have seen of heathens, who
decorate their heads with three upright tails. At
this moment his countenance looked particularly

unpleasant.

Mr. Ketch had spent part of the night and the

whole of this morning revolving the previous

evening's affair of the cloisters. The more he

thought of it the less he liked it, and the surer

grew his conviction that the evil had been the

work of his enemies, the college boys.

' It's as safe as day,' he wrathfully soliloquized.

' There be the right keys,' nodding to the hanging

two, 'and there be the wi'ongones,' nodding to-

wards an old knife-tray, into which he had
angrily thrown the rusty keys, upon entering his

lodge the last night, accompanied by the crowd.

'They meant to lock me up all night m the

cloisters, the wicked cannibals ! I hope the
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dean '11 expel 'em ! I'll make my complaint to the

head-master, I will ! Drat all college schools

!

there's never no good done in 'em
!'

' How are you this morning, Ketch ?'

The salutation proceeded from Stephen By-

water, who, in the boisterous manner peculiar to

liimself and his tribe, had flung open the door

without the ceremony of knocking.

' I'm none the better for seeing you,' growled

Ketch.

* You need not be uncivil,' returned Bywater,

wdth great suavity. * I am only making a morn-

ing call upon you, as is the fashion among gentle-

folks; the public delights to pay respect to its

officials, you know. How do you feel after that

mishap last night ? We can't think, any of us,

however you came to make the mistake.'

' I'll " mistake " you !' shrieked Ketch. ' I kep'

a nasty, old, rusty brace o' keys in my lodge to

take out, instead o' the right ones, didn't I ?'

' How uncommon stupid it was of you to do so !

'

said Bywater, pretending to take the remark

literally. ' I would not keep a duplicate pair of

keys by me—I should make sure they'd bring

me to gi'ief. What do you say? You did not

keep duplicate keys—they were false ones ! Why,

that's just what we all told you last night. The

bishop told it you. He said he knew you had
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made a mistake, and taken out the wi-ong keys for

the right. My belief is, that you went out with-

out any keys at all You left them hanging upon

the nail, and you found them there. You had

not got a second pair
!

'

'You just wait!' raved old Ketch. 'I'm a

coming round to the head-master, and I'll bring

the keys with me. He'll let you boys know

whether there's two pau-s, or one. Horrid old

rusty things they be ; as rusty as you
!'

* Who says they are rusty ?'

' Who says it ! They he rusty !' shrieked the

old man. 'You'd like to get me into a mad-

house, you boys would, a-worrying of me ! I'll

show you whether they be rusty ! I'll show you

whether there's a second brace o' keys or not.

I'll show 'em to the head-master ! I'll show 'em to

the dean ! I'll show 'em again to his lordship

the bi What's gone of the keys ?'

The last sentence was uttered in a different

tone and in apparent perplexity. With shaking

hands, excited by passion, Mr. Ketch was rum-

maging in the knife-box—an old, deep tray, of

mahogany, dark with age, divided by a partition

—

rummaging for the rusty keys. He could not

find them. He searched on this side, he searched

on that ; he pulled out the contents, one by one :

a black-handled knife, a white-handled fork, a
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green-handled knife with a broken point, and a

brown-handled fork with one prong, which com-

prised his household cutlery ; a small whetstone,

a comb 'and a blacking-brush, a gimlet, and a

small hammer, some leather shoe-strings, three or

four tallow candles, a match-box and an ex-

tinguisher, the key of his door, the bolt of his

casement window, and a few other miscellanies.

He could not come upon the false keys, and,

finally, he made a snatch at the tray, and turned

it upside down. The keys were not there.

\Mien he had fully taken in the fact—which

cost him some little time to do—he turned his

anger upon Bywater.

' You have took 'em, you have ! you have

turned thief and stole 'em ! I put 'em here in the

knife-box, and they are gone ! What have you

done with 'em ?'

' Come, that's good !' exclaimed Bywater, in too

genuine a tone to admit a suspicion of its truth.

' I have not been near your knife-box ; I have not

put my foot inside the door.'

In point of fact, Bywater had not. He had

stood outside, bending his head and body inwards,

his hands grasping either door-post.

* "WTiat's gone with 'em? who has took 'em off?

I'll swear I put 'em there, and I have never

looked at 'em nor touched 'em since ! There's
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a infamous conspiracy a-forming again me ! I'm

a-going to be blowed up, like Guy Fawkes !'

' If you did put them there—" if" you know

—

some of your friends must have taken them,' cried

Bywater, in a tone midway between reason and

irony.

' There haven't a soul been a-nigh the place,'

shrieked Ketch. 'Except the milk, and he gave

me my ha'porth through the winder.'

' Hurrah !' said Bywater, throwing up his

trencher. ' It's a clear case of dreams. You
dreamt you had a second pair of keys. Ketch, and

couldn't get rid of the impression on awaking.

Mr. Ketch, D.H., Dreamer-in-chief to Helston-

leigh
!'

Bywater commenced a dance of aggravation.

Ketch was aggravated sufficiently without it.

' What d'ye call me ?' he asked, in a state of con-

centrated temper that turned his face livid.

' " D ?" What d'ye mean by " D ?" D stands

for that bad sperit as is too near to you college

boys ; he's among you always, like a ranging lion.

It's like your impedence to call me by his name.

* My dear Mj*. Ketch ! call yoii, by liis name

!

I never tliought of such a thing,' politely retorted

Bywater. ' You are not promoted to that honour

yet. D.H., stands for Deputy Hangman. Isn't it

affixed to the cathedi-al roll, kept amid the
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archives in the chapter-house—" John Ketch, D.H.,

porter to the cloisters !" I hope you don't

omit the distinguishing initials when you sign your

letters ?'

Ketch foamed. Bywater danced. The former

could not iind words. The latter found plenty.

' I say, though, Mr. Calcraft, don't you make a

similar mistake when you are going on public

duty. If you were to go there, dreaming you had

got the right apparatus, and find, in the last

critical moment, that you had brought the wrong,

you don't know what the consequences might be.

The real victim might escape, rescued by the

enraged crowd, and they might put the nightcap

upon you, and operate upon you instead ! So, be

careful. We couldn't afford to lose you. Only

think, what a lot of money it would cost to put

the college into mourning
!'

Ketch gave a great gasp of agony, threw an iron

ladle at his tormentor, which, falling short of its

aim, came clanking down on the red brick floor,

and banged the door in Bywater's face. Bywater

withdrew to a short distance, under cover of the

cathedral wall, and bent his body backwards and

forwards Avith the violence of his laughter, un-

conscious that the Bishop of Helstonleigh was

standing near, surveying him with an exceedingly

amused expression. His lordsliip had been an ear-
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witness to part of the colloquy, very much to his

edification.

' What is your mirth, Bywater ?'

Bywater drew himself straight, and turned

round as if he had been shot. ' I was only laugh-

ing, my lord,' he said, touching his trencher.

'I see you were; you will lose your breath

entirely some day, if you laugh in that violent

manner. What were you and Ketch quarrelling

about ?'

'We were not quarrelling, my lord. I was

only chaff—teasing him,' rejoined Bywater, sub-

stituting one word for another, as if fearing the

first might not altogether be suitable to the

bislioj)'s ears, 'and Ketch got into a passion.'

'As he often does, I fear,' remarked liis lord-

ship. ' I fancy you boys provoke him unjustifi-

ably.'

'My lord,' said Bywater, turning his red, im-

pudent, but honest face full upon the prelate, ' I

don't deny that we do provoke him ; but you can

have no idea what an awful tyrant he is to us. I

can't believe anybody was ever born with such a

cross-grained temper. He vents it upon every-

body : not only upon the college boys, but upon

all who come in his way. If your lordship were

not the bishop,' added bold Bywater, ' he would vent

it upon you.'

VOL. I. Q
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' Would he ?' said the bishop, who was a dear

lover of candour, and would have excused a whole

bushel of mischief, rather than one little gi-ain of

falsehood.

' Not a day passes, but he sets upon us with his

tongue. He would keep us out of the cloisters

;

he would keep us out of our own school-room.

He goes to the head-master with the most un-

founded cram—stories, and when the master

declines to notice them (for he knows Ketch of

old), then he goes presumingly to the dean. If he

let us alone, we should let him alone. I am not

speaking this in the light of a complaint to your

lordship,' Bywater added, throwing his head back.

' I don't want to get him into a row, tyrant though

he is ; and the college boys can hold then- own

against Ketch.'

'I expect they can,' significantly replied the

bishop. ' He would keep you out of the cloisters,

would he ?'

' It is what he is aiming at,' returned Bywater.

* There never would have been a word said about

our playing there but for him. If the dean shuts

us out, it will be Ketch's doings. The college

boys have played in the cloisters since the school

was founded.'

' He would keep you out of the cloisters ; so,

by way of retaliation, you lock him in them—an
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uncomfortable abiding place for a niglit, By-

water.'

' My lord !
' cried Bywater.

' Sii' !' responded his lordship !

' Does your lordship think it was I who played

that trick to Ketch ?'

' Yes I do—speaking of you conjointly with the

school.'

Bywater's eyes and his good-humoured counte-

nance fell before the steady gaze of the prelate.

But in the gaze there was an earnest—if Bywater

could read it aright—of good feeling, of excuse

for the mischief, rather than of punishment in

store. The boy's face was red enough at all times,

but it turned to scarlet now. If the bishop had

suspected previously the share played in the

affair by the college boys, it had by this time been

converted into a certainty.

' Boy,' said he, ' confess it if you like, be silent

if you like ; but do not tell me a lie.'

Bywater rose his face again. His free, fearless

eyes—free in the cause of daring, but fearless in that

of truth—looked straight into those of the bishop.

' I never do tell lies,' he answered. ' There's not

a boy in the school punished oftener than I am
;

and I don't say but I mostly deserve it ; but it never

is for telling a lie. If I did tell them, I should slide

out of many a scrape that I get punished for now.'
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The bishop could read truth as well as anybody

—better than some, and he saw that it was being

told to him. ' Which of you must be punished for

this trick as ringleader ?' he asked.

' I, my lord, if any one must,' frankly avowed

Bywater. ' We should have let him out at ten

'clock. We never meant to keep him there all

night. If I am punished, I hope your lordship

will be so kind as allow it to be put down to your

own account, not to Ketch's. I should not like it

to be thought that I caught it for Mm. I heartily

beg your pardon, my lord, for having been so

unfortunate as to include you in the locking-up.

We are all as sorry as can be that it should have

happened. I am ready to take any punishment,

for that, that you may order me.'

' Ah !' said the bishop, ' had you known that I

was in the cloisters, yom- friend Ketch would have

come off scot free
!'

' Yes, that he would, until
'

' Until what ?' asked the bishop, for Bywater

had brought his words to a sudden standstill.

' Until a more convenient night, I was going to

say, my lord.'

* Well, that's candid/ said the bishop. ' By-

water,' he gravely added, ' you have spoken the

truth to me freely. Had you equivocated in the

slightest degree, I should have punished you for
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the equivocation. As it is, I sliall look upon this

as a confidential communication, and not order you

punishment. But we Tvill not have any more

tricks played at locking Ketch up. You under-

stand ?'

' All right, my lord. Thank you a hundred

times.'

Bywater, touching his trencher, leaped off. The

bishop turned to enter his palace gates, which

were close by, and encountered Ketch talking to the

head-master. The latter had been passing the lodge,

when he was seen and pounced upon by Ketch,

who thought it a good opportunity to make his

complaint.

' I am as morally sure it was them, sh-, as I am
that I be alive,' he was saying when the .bishop

came up. ' iVnd I don't know who they has deal-

ings with ; but, for certain, they have sperited

away them rusty keys what did the mischief, with-

out so much as putting one o' their noses inside

my lodge. I put 'em safe in the knife-box last

night, and they be gone this morning, I hope,

sir, you'll punish them as they deserve. I am
nothing, of course. If they had locked me up,

and kept me there till I was worn to a skeleton's

bones when found, it might be thought light of

;

but his lordship, the bishop '—bowing sideways to

the prelate— ' was a sufferer by their wickedness.'
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' To be sure I was,' said the bishop, in a grave

tone, but with a twinkle in his eye ;
' and there-

fore, the complaint to Mr. Pye must be preferred

by me, Ketch. We will talk of it when I have

leism-e,' he added to Mr. Pye, with a pleasant nod,

as he went through the palace gates.

The head-master bowed to the bishop, and

walked away, leaving Ketch on the growl.

Meanwhile, Bywater, flying through the clois-

ters, came upon Hurst, and two or three more of

the conspirators. The time Avas between nine and

ten. The boys had been home for breakfast after

early school, and were now reassembling, but they

did not go into school until a quarter before ten

o'clock.

' He is such a glorious old trump, that bishop
!'

burst forth Bywater. ' He knows all about it, and

he is not going to put us up for punishment. Let's

cut round to the palace gates and cheer him.'

' Knows that it was us !' echoed the boys,

startled. ' How did it come out to him ?' asked

Hurst.

'He guessed it, I think,' said Bywater, 'and

he taxed me with it downright. So I couldn't

help myself, and told hiin I'd take the punish-

ment ; and he said he'd excuse us, but there

was to be no locking uj) of Mr. Calcraft again.

I'll lay a hundred giiineas the bishop went in for
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scrapes liimself, when he was a boy ! I'll be bound

he thinks we only served the fellow right. Hur-

rah for the bishoj)
!'

' Hurrah for the bishop !' shouted Hurst, with

the other chorus of voices. ' Long life to liim

!

He's made of the right sort of stuflF! I say,

though, Jenkins is the worst,' added Hurst, his

note changing. ' My father says he doesn't know

but what brain fever will come on.'

' IMoonshine !' laughed the boys,

' Upon my word and honour it is not. He

pitched right upon his head ; it might have cost

him his life had he fallen upon the edge of the

stone step, but they think he alighted flat. My
father was round with him this morning at six

o'clock.'

' Does your father know about it ?'

' Not he. What next ?' cried Hurst. ' Should

I stand before him and take my trencher

off, with a bow, and say, " If you please, dear

father, it was the college boys who served out old

Ketch !" That would be a nice joke ! He said at

breakfast, this morning, that that fumbling old

Ketch must have got hold of the wrong keys.

"Of course, sir!" answered I.'

' Oh ! what do you think, though ?' interrupted

Bywater. 'Ketch can't find the keys. He put

them in a knife-box, he says, and this morning
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they are gone. He intended to take them roimd

to Pye, and I left him going rampant over the

loss. Didn't I chaff him.'

Hm-st langhed. He imbuttoned the pocket of

his trousers, and partially exliibited two rusty

keys. 'I was not going to leave them to Ketch

for witnesses,' said he. ' I saw liim tlu'ow them

into the tray last night, and I walked them out

again, while he was talking to the crowd.'

' I say, Hurst, don't be such a ninny as to keep

them about you 1' exclaimed Berkeley in a fright.

'Suppose Pye should go in for a search this

morning, and visit our pockets ? You'd iloor us at

once
!'

' The truth is, I don't know where to put ihem,'

ingenuously acknowledged Hm-st. ' If I hid them

at home, they'd get found ; if I dropped them in

the street, some huUaballoo might arise from it.'

' Let's carry them back to the old-iron shop,

and get the fellow to retake them at half the price

we gave
!'

' Catch him doing that ! Besides, the trick is

sure to get wind in the town ; he might be capable

of coming forward and declaring that we bought

the keys at his shop !'

* Let's throw 'em down old Pye's well
!'

' They'd come up again in the bucket, like

ghosts do
!'
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' Couldn't we make a railway parcel of tliem,

and direct it to " Mr. Smith, London ?" '

' " Two pounds to pay ; to be kept till called

for," ' added Mark Galloway, improving upon the

suggestion. ' They'd put it in their fire-proof safe,

and it would never come out again.'

' Dash them into the river,' said Stephen

Bywater ;
' that's the only safe place : they'd lie at

the bottom for ever. We have got time to do it

now. Come along.'

Acting promptly upon the impulse, as school-

boys usually do, they went galloping out of the

cloisters, rimning against the head-master, who

was entering then, and nearly overturning his

equilibrium. He gave them an angry word of

caution ; they touched their caps in reply, and

somewhat slackened
,

their speed, resuming the

gallop when he was beyond hearing.

Inclosing the cathedral and its precincts on the

western side, was a wall, built of red stone. It

was only breast high, standing on tliis side, the

cathedral side ; but on the other it descended

several feet, to the broad path which ran along the

banks of the river. The boys made for this

wall, and gained it, their faces hot, and their

breath gone.

' Who'll pitch 'em in ?' cried Hurst, who did

not altogether relish being chief actor himseK, for
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windows looked on that particular spot from

various angles and corners of the Boundaries.

* You shall do it, Galloway
!'

' Oh, shall I, though !' returned young Galloway,

not relishing it, either.

' You precious rebel ! Take the keys, and do

as I order you
!'

Young Galloway was under Hurst. He no

more dared to disobey him than he could have

disobeyed the head-master. Had Hurst ordered

bim to jump into the river he must have done it.

He took the keys tendered him by Hurst, and was

raising them for the pitch, when Bywater laid his

hand upon them and struck them down with a

sudden movement, clutching them to him.

' You little wretch, you are as deaf as a don-

key !' he uttered.' ' There's somebody coming up.

Turn your head, and look who it is.'

It proved to be Fordham, the dean's servant.

He was but accidentally passing. The boys did

not fear liim ; nevertheless, it was only prudent

to remain still, until he had gone. They stood,

all the five, leaning upon the wall, soiling their

waistcoats and the sleeves of their jackets, in

apparent contem^ilation of tlie view beyond. A
pleasant view ! The river wound peacefully along

between its green banks ; meadows and cornfields

were stretched out beyond ; while an opening
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afforded a glimpse of that lovely chain of hiUs,

their tops touching the blue sky, and the white

houses nestled at their base. A barge, drawn by a

horse, was appearing slowly fi-om underneath the

city bridge, blue smoke ascending from its chim-

ney. A woman on board was hanging out linen

to dry—a shirt, a pair of stockings, and a hand-

kerchief—her husband's change for the coming

Sunday. A young gu-1 was scraping potatoes

beside her ; and a man, probably the husband, sat

steering, his pipe in his . mouth. The boys fixed

their eyes upon the boat.

'I shouldn't mind such a life as that fellow's

yonder !' exclaimed young Berkeley, who was

fonder of idleness than he was of Latin. ' I'll

turn bargeman if other trades fail. It must be

rather jolly to sit steering a boat all day, and do

nothing but smoke.'

' Fordham's gone, and be hanged to him ! Now
for it, Galloway

!'

' Stop a bit,' said Bywater. * They must be

wi'apped up, or else tied close together. Better

wrap them up, and then no matter who sees.

They can't swear there are keys inside. Who
has got any paper ?'

One of the boys. Hall, had his exercise book

with him. They tore a sheet or two out of it, and

folded it round the keys. Hurst producing some

string. ' I'll be flinger,' said Bywater.
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'Make haste, then, or we shall have to wait

till the barge has gone by.'

Bywater took a cautious look round, saw nobody,

and flung the parcel into the middle of the river.

' Rari nantes in gurgite vasto !' ejaculated he.

' Now, you gents, what be you a-throwing into

the river ?'

The words came from Hudson, the porter to the

Boundaries, who appeared to have sprung up

from the ground. In reality, he had been stand-

ing on the steps leading to the river, but the

boat-house had hid him from their view. He was

a very different man from the cloister porter ; was

afraid of the college boys, rather than otherwise,

and addressed them individually as ' sir.' The

keeper of the boat-house heard this, and came

up the steps.

' If you gentlemen have been a-throwing any-

thing into the river, you know that it's against the

rules.'

' Don't bother !' returned Hurst to the keeper.

' But you know it is wrong, gentlemen,' remon-

strated the keeper. 'What was it you throwed

in ? It made a dreadful splash.'

'Ah! what was it?' coolly answered Hm-st.

What should you say to a dead cat ? Hudson,

have the goodness to mind ^our business, miless

you would like to get reported for interfering

with what does not concern you.'
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' There's a quarter to ten !' exclaimed Bywater,

as the college clock chimed the three-quarters.

' We shall be marked late, every soul of us
!'

They flew away, their feet scarcely touching

the ground, clattered up the school-room stairs,

and took their places. Gaunt was only beginning

to call over the roll, and they escaped the ' late
'

mark.

' It's better to be born lucky than rich,' said

saucy Bywater.
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CHAPTER XVI.

MUCH TO ALTER.

At the same moment Constance Channing was

traversing the Boundaries, on her way to the

house of Lady Augusta Yorke, where she had,

some days since, commenced her duties. It took

her scarcely two minutes to get there, for the

houses were nearly witliin view of each other. Con-

stance would willingly have commenced the daily

routine at an earlier hour. Lady Augusta freely

confessed that to come earlier would be useless,

for she could not get her daughters up. Strictly

speaking, Lady Augusta did not try personally to

get them up, for she generally lay in bed herself.

'That is one of the habits I must alter in the

children,' thought Constance.

She entered, took off her things in the room

appropriated, and passed into the school-room.

It was empty, though the children ought to have

been there, preparing their lessons. Fanny came

running in, her hair a mass of curl-papers, and

her mouth full of bread-and-butter.
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' Carry has not finished her breakfast, Miss

Channing,' quoth she. ' She was lazy this morn-

ing!'

'I think somebody else was lazy also,' said

Constance, gently drawing the child to her. ' Why
did you come down half-dressed, my dear ?'

'I am whole dressed,' responded Fanny. ' My
frock's on, and my pinafore.'

'And these?' said Constance touching the

curl-papers.

' Oh, jMartha got up too late, and said she had

no time to take them out. It will keep in curl

all the better, Miss Channing ; and perhaps I am
going to the missionary meeting with mamma.'

Constance rang the bell. Martha, who was

the only maid kept, except the cook, appeared in

answer to it. Lady Augusta was wont to say

that she had too much expense with her boys

to keep many servants ; and the argument was

true.

'Be so kind as take the papers out of Miss

Fanny's hair. And let it be done in future,

Martha, before she comes to me.'

Gently as the words were spoken, there was no

mistaking that the tone was one of authority, and

not to be trifled with. Martha withdrew with the

child. And, just then, Caroline came in, full of

eagerness.
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'Miss Clianning, mamma says she sliall take

one of us to tlie missionary meeting, whichever

you choose to fix uj^on. Mind you fix upon me

!

What does that little chit, Fanny, want at a

missionary meeting ? She is too young ?'

' It is expected to be a very interesting meeting/

observed Constance, making no reply to Miss Caro-

line's special request. ' A gentleman who has lived

for some years amongst the poor heathens is to

give a history of his personal experiences. Some
of the anecdotes are beautiful.'

' Who told you they were ?' asked Caroline.

' Mr. Yorke,' replied Constance, a pretty blush

rising to her cheek. 'He knows the gentleman

well. You would be pleased to hear them.'

' It is not for that I wish to go,' said Caroline. ' 1

think meetings, where there's nothing but talking,

are the dullest things in the world. If I Avere to

listen, it would send me to sleep.'

' Then why do you wish so much to attend this

one ?'

' Because I shall wear my new dress. I have

not had it on yet. It rained last Sunday, and

mamma would not let me put it on for college.

I was in such a passion.'

Constance wondered where she should begin.

There was so much to do ; so much to alter in so

many ways. To set to work abruptly, would never
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answer. It must be commenced gradually, almost

imperceptibly, little by little.

' Caroline, do you know that you have disobeyed

me ?'

' In what way, Miss Channing ?'

'Did I not request you to have that exercise

written ?'

'I know,' said Caroline, with some contrition.

'I intended to write it this morning before you

came ; but somehow I lay in bed.'

'If I were to come to you every morning at

seven o'clock, would you undertake to get up and

be ready for me ?' asked Constance.

Caroline drew a long face. She did not speak.

' My dear, you are fifteen.'

' Well ?' responded Caroline.

' And you must not feel hmi if I tell you that

I should think no other young lady of that age

and in your position is half so deficient as you are.

Deficient in many ways, Caroline : in goodness,

in thoughtfulness, and in other desirable quali-

ties ; and greatly so in education. Annabel, who

is a year yoimger than you, is twice as far ad-

vanced.'

' Annabel says you worry her into learning.'

' Annabel is fond of talking nonsense ; but she

is a good, loving child at heart. You would be

surprised at the little trouble she really gives me
VOL. I. R
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while she makes a show of giving me a great deal.

I have so much to teach you, Caroline—to your

mind and heart, as well as to your intellect—that I

feel the hours, as at present arranged, will be in-

sufficient. My dear, when you grow up a woman,

I am sure you will wish to be a loving and a loved

one.'

Caroline bm-st into tears. ' I should do better

if mamma were not so cross with me. Miss

Channing. I always do anything that AVilliam

Yorke asks me ; and I will do anything for you.'

Constance kissed her. ' Then you will begin

by rising early, and being ready for me at seven ?'

' Yes, I will,' answered Caroline. ' But Martha

must be sure to call me. Are you going to the

meeting this afternoon ?'

' Of course not,' said Constance. ' My time now

belongs to you.'

' But I think mamma wishes you to go with us.

She said something about it.'

' Does she ? I should very much like to go.'

Lady Augusta came ii;i and proffered the invita-

tion to Constance to accompany them. Constance

then spoke of giving the children the extra two

hours, from seven to nine : it was really necessary,

she said, if she was to do her duty by them.

'How very conscientious you are!' laughed

Lady Augusta, her tone savourir:g of ridicule.
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Constance coloured almost to tears with her

emotion. 'I am responsible to One, always,

Lady Augusta. I may not make mine only eye-

service.'

'You never will put up Avith our scrambling

breakfast, Miss Channing. The boys are so un-

ruly ; and I do not get up to it half my time.'

' I will go home to breakfast. I should prefer

it. And be here again at ten.'

' Whatever time do you get up ?'

' Not very early,' smiled Constance. * Hitherto

I have risen at seven, summer and winter. Dress-

ing and reading takes me just an hour : the other

hour I find plenty of occupation for. We do not

breakfast until nine, on account of Tom and

Charley. I shall rise at six now, and come here

at seven.'

' Very well,' said Lady Augusta. ' I suppose

this will only apply to the summer months. One

of the girls shall go with us to-day : whichever

shall deserve it best.'

' You are not leaving one of them at home to

make room for me, I hope, Lady Augusta ?'

' Not at all,' answered Lady Augusta. ' I never

chaperone two children to a crowded meeting.

People miglit say they took up the room of gTOwn

persons.'

' You will let me go—not Caroline, Miss Chan-
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iiing ?' pleaded Fauuy, when lier mother quitted

them.

'No,' said Carohne, sharply; 'Miss Channing

will fix upon me.'

' I shall obey Lady Augusta, and decide upon

the one who shall best merit it,' smiled Constance.

' It will be only right to do so.'

'Suppose we are both good, and merit it

equally ?' suggested Fanny.

' Then, my dear little girl, you must not be dis-

appointed if, in tliat case, I give the privilege to

Caroline, as being the elder of the two. But I

will make it up to you in some other way.'

Alas for the resolution of poor Caroline ! For

a short while, an hour or so, she did strive to do

her best ; but then the good resolves were for-

gotten, and idleness supervened. Not only idle-

ness ; temper also. Never had she been so

troublesome to Constance as on this day; she

even forgot herself so far as to be insolent. Fanny

was taken to the Town Hall meeting—you saw

lier in the carriage when Lady Augusta drove to

Mr. Galloway's office, and persuaded Hamish to

join them—Caroline was left at home, in a state

of open rebellion, with the lessons to learn which

she had not learnt in the day.

' How shall you get on with them, Constance ?'

the Kev. Mr. Yorke inquired of her that same
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evening. ' Have the weeds destroyed the good

seed ?'

'Not quite destroyed it,' replied Constance,

though she sighed sadly as she spoke, as if nearly

losing heart for the task she had undertaken.

' There is so much ill to undo. Caroline is the

worst ; the weeds, with her, have had longer time

to get a-head. I think, perhaps, if I could keep

her wholly with me for a twelvemonth or so,

watching over her constantly, a great deal might

be effected.'

'If that anticipated living would fall, which

seems very far away in the clouds, and you were

wholly mine, we might have Caroline with us for

a time,' laughed Mr. Yorke.

Constance laughed too. ' Do not be impatient,

or it will seem to be further off still. It will come,

William.'

They had been speaking in an under tone,

standing together at a window, apart from the

rest. Mr. Channing was lying on his sofa under-

neath the other window, and now spoke to Mr.

Yorke.

' You had a treat, I hear, at the meeting to-

day ?'

' We had, indeed, sir,' replied Mr. Yorke, ad-

vancing to take a seat near him. ' It is not often

we have the privilege of listening to so eloquent a
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speaker as Dr. Lamb. His experience is great,

and his whole heart was in his subject. I should

like to bring him here to call upon you.'

' I should be pleased to receive him/ replied Mr.

Cliamiing.

' I think it is possible that his experience in

another line may be of suggestive service to you,'

continued Mr. Yorke. ' You are aware that it was

ill-health drove him home ?'

' I have heard so.'

' His complaint was rheumatism ; very much,

as I fancy, the same kind of rheumatism that

afflicts you. He told me he came to Europe with

but little hope; he feared his complaint had

become chronic and incurable. But he has been

restored in a wonderful manner, and is sound and

healthy again.'

' And what remedies did he use ?' eagerly asked

Mr. Channing.

' A three months' residence at some medicinal

springs in Germany. Nothing else. When I say

nothing else, of course I must imply that he was

under medical treatment and supervision there.

It is the same thing, you see, sh, that has been

ordered for you.'

' Ay !' sighed Mr. Channing, feeling how very

faint appeared to be the hope that he should have

the opportunity of trying it.
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'I was mentioning your case to him,' observed

Mr. Yorke. ' He said he had no doubt the baths

would do you an equal good. He is a doctor, you

know. I will bring him here to talk it over with you.'

At that moment Mr. Galloway entered, and the

subject was continued. Mr. Yorke and Mr. Gal-

loway were eloquent in it, telling Mr. Channing

that he must get to Germany, as a point of duty.

The Channings themselves were silent ; they

could not see the way at all clear. When Mr.

l^orke was leaving, he beckoned Constance and

Arthur into the hall.

' Mr. Channing must go,' he whispered to them.

' Think of the stake ! Kenewed health, renewed

exertion, renewed happuiess ! Arthur, you did

not urge it by a single hopeful word.^

Arthur did not feel hopeful ; indeed his heart

sank vidthin him the whole time that they were

talking. Hamish and his difficulties were the dark

grief; though he could not tell this to Mr. Y^orke.

Were Mr. Channing to go abroad, and the arrest

of Hamish to supervene upon it, the post they held

and its emoluments might be taken from them at

once and for ever.

' Dr. Lamb says the cost was so trifling as

scarcely to be credited,' continued Mr. Yorke, in a

tone of remonstrance. ' Arthur, don't you care to

help—to save him ?'
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' I would move heaven and earth to save my
father!' impulsively spoke Arthur, stung by the

implied reproof. ' I sliould not care what labour

it cost me to get the money, so that I did get it'

'We all would,' said Constance; 'you must

know we would, William. From Hamish, down-

wards.'

' Who is that making free with Hamish's

name ?' demanded that gentleman himself, enter-

ing the house with a free step and merry counte-

nance. ' Did you think I was lost ? I got seduced

into joining your missionary-meeting people, and

have had to stop at the office late, to make up for

it.'

'We have been talking about papa, Hamish,'

said Constance. ' Fresh hope seems to arise daily

that those German baths Avould restore him. They

have cured Dr. Lamb.'

' I say, Hamish, that the money must be found

for it somehow,' added Mr. Yorke.

' Found ! of course it shall be found,' cried gay

Hamish. ' I intend to be a chief contributor to it

myself.' But his joking words and careless

manner jarred at that moment upon the spirit

both of Arthur and Constance Channing.

Why ? Could there have been any unconscious

foreshadowing of unseen evil to come ?



THE CHAXNINGS. 249

CHAPTEE XVII.

SUNDAY MORNING AT MR. CHANNING's, AND AT

LADY Augusta's.

The day of rest came round in due eoiu^se. A
day of rest it is in truth to those who have learnt

to make it such ; a pleasant time of peace ; a

privileged season of commune with God ; a loving

day of social happiness for home and home ties.

And yet, strange to say, it is, to some, the most

scuffling, uncomfortable, disagreeable day of all

the seven.

Mrs. Channing's breakfast hour was nine o'clock

on ordinary days, made thus late for convenience'

sake. On Sundays it was half-past eight. Discipline

and training had rendered rules easy to be observed

at Mr. Channing's ; or, it may be better to say, it

had rendered them difficult to be disobeyed. At

haK-past eight all were in the breakfast-room,

dressed for the day. When the hour for divine

service should arrive, they had but to put on their

hats and bonnets to be ready for it. Even old

Judy was grand on a Sunday mornijig. Her mob
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cap was of spotted net, instead of plain ; and her

check apron was replaced by a white one.

With great personal inconvenience, and some

pain—for he was always worse in the morning

—

Mr. Channing would on that day rise to breakfast.

It had been his invariable custom to take the

reading himself on Sunday—the little while de-

voted to religion—and he was unwilling to break

through it. Breakfast over, it was immediately

entered upon, and would be finished by ten

o'clock. He did not preach a sermon ; he did not

give them much reading ; it was only a little bit

of homely preparation for the day and the services

they were about to enter upon ; very unwise it

had been of Mr. Channing, to tire his children

with a private service before the public service

began.

Breakfast, on these mornings, was always a

longer meal than usual. There was no necessity

to bustle and hurry over it, in order to hasten to

the various occupations of every-day life. It was

taken in leisurely quiet, amidst much pleasant,

social converse. Mrs. Channing had many little

odds and ends of rules whicli she had brought her

children up to observe, all tending to the better

hallowing of that privileged day. For one thing,

she had never allowed them to put on new clothes

upon the Sunday. The very best of us are but
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human; and one, to whom God gave great

wisdom, has told us, that childhood and youth are

vanity. When our hair grows grey and our body

drooping, then we may be wise enough to begin

to put vanity away from us ; but, in earlier life,

we no doubt possess our share. ' This new suit of

broad-cloth, home last night from the tailor's,

how does it fit me ?—how does it look, I wonder ?

Are you, who are staring at me, admiring the

taste I have displayed in the selection ?—are you

thinking how tall and well my figure appears in

it ? But the coat is tight under the arms. Bother

the fellow ! he must alter it to-morrow. I feel

like one in a vice.'

' Oh this charming bonnet ! I am sure I never

had on so becoming a one before ! I am so glad I

chose it Avhite !—it contrasts so well with this

lovely new lilac dress. Let me glance round

!

there's nobody looking half so well as I, I declare !

I don't see a single new bonnet or dress out to-

day, except mine. What a set of dowdies ! Good-

ness me, though ! she has dreadfully pinched my
waist in, that dress-maker ! I can't breathe. I

shall be miserable all day.'

Now all this— this self-complacency, self-

absorption, seK-torture—are very legitimate at

times and seasons, for there's no help for it ; and all

the preaching of all the world could not put such
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feelings away from the young. In a greater or

less degree, they do and must prevail ; new

tilings must be donned for the first time, and we

must grow accustomed to their fresh aspect—to

their misfit. Very good. But Mrs. Channing did

not choose that Sunday should be wasted in these

idle thoughts : any day in the week, from Monday

to Saturday, they might put on their new clothes

to get seasoned to them ; but not on Sunday. I

think the rule was a good one.

As they were assembling for breakfast on this

morning, Arthiu- came in. It was so unusual for

them to leave the house early on a Sunday, that

Mr. Channing looked at him with surprise.

' I have been to see Jenkins, su-,' he explained.

' In coming home last night I met Mr. Hurst, who

told me he feared Jenkins was getting worse. I

would not go to see him then ; it might have

been late to disturb him, so I have been now.'

' And how is he ?' inquu-ed Mr. Channing.

' A great deal better,' replied Arthur. ' So

much better that Mr. Hurst says he may come to

the office to-morrow, should there be no relapse.

He enjoins strict quiet for him to-day. And Mrs.

Jenkins is determined that he shall have quiet

;

therefore I am sure he will,' Arthur added, laugh-

ing. ' She says he appeared ill last night only

from the number of visitors he had seen. They
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were coming in all day long, and on the Friday

besides.'

' Wliy should people flock to see Jenkins ?'

exclaimed Tom. ' He is nobody.'

' That is just what Mrs. Jenkins said this morn-

ing,' returned Aiihur. 'I believe they go out of

curiosity to hear the truth of the locking-up in

the cloisters. The bishop's having been one of

the sufferers has aroused the interest of Helston-

leigh.'

' I am very glad that Jenkins is better,' observed

Mr. Channing.

' So am I,' emphatically answered Arthur. He

was j)retty sure Tom had had no share in the

exploit ; but he did not know about Charley.

' The dean preaches to-day,' suddenly called out

Tom.

' How do you know ?' demanded Annabel.

' Because I do,' oracularly spoke Toni.^

'Will you condescend to inform me how you

know it, Tom, if you will not inform Annabel ?'

asked ]\Ir. Channing.

Tom laughed. ' The dean began his close resi-

dence yesterday, papa. Therefore we know he will

preach to-day.'

Mr. Channing sighed. He was debarred from

attending the public services, and he felt the depri-
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vation keenly when he found that any particularly

eminent man was to fill the cathedral pulpit.

The dean of Helstonleigh was an admirable

preacher.

' Oh !' exclaimed Mr. Channing, in the uncon-

trollable impulse of the moment, ' if I could but

regain my health and strength !'

* It will come, James ; God willing,' said Mrs.

Channing, looking up hopefully from the cups she

was filling. ' What I have heard of Dr. Lamb's

restoration has put new confidence into me.'

' I think Mr. Yorke intends to bring Dr. Lamb

to see you this afternoon, papa,' said Constance.

' I shall be glad to see him ; I shall be glad to

hear the particulars of his case and its cm'e,' ex-

claimed Mr. Channing, with all conscious eager-

ness. ' Did Mr. Yorke tell you he should bring

him to-day, Constance ?'

' Yes, papa. Dr. Lamb intends to be at the

cathedral for afternoon service, and ]\Ir. Yorke

said he would bring him here afterwards.'

' You must get him to take tea with us, Mary.'

' Certainly,' answered Mrs. Channing. ' In six

months from this, James, you may be as weU and

active as ever.'

Mr. Channing raised his hands, as if warding

off the words. Not of the words was he afraid.
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but of the hopes they whispered. ' I think too

much about it, abeady, Mary. It is not as

though I were sure of getting to the medicinal

baths.'

' We will take care that you do that, sir,' said

Hamish, with his sunny smile.

' You cannot help in it, you know, Hamish,'

interposed saucy Annabel. ' It will be Arthur and

Constance who will help—not you. I heard you

say so
!'

' But I have changed my mind, and intend to

help,' returned Hamish. * And, if you will allow

me the remark, young lady, I think it would

better become a certain little girl, not to be quite

so free with her tongue !'

Was Hamish speaking in jest, or earnest, with

regard to the helping point of the affair? A
peculiar tone in his voice, in spite of its lightness,

had struck both Constance and Arthur, each being

in the secret of liis worse than Avant of funds.

The second bell was beginning to chime, as the

Cliauning family entered the cloister gates. Tom
and Charles had gone on previously. Panting

breathless, nearly knocking down Annabel, came

Tod Yorke, terribly afraid of being marked late.

'Take care. Tod!' exclaimed Hamish. 'Are

you running for a wager ?'
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' Don't keep me, Mr. Hamish Clianning ! Those

incapable servants of ours never called us till

tlie bell began. I have had no breakfast, and

Gerald couldn't find his shirt. He has had to

come in his dirty one, with his waistcoat buttoned

up. Won't my lady be in a rage when she sees

him ?'

Getting up and breakfasting were generally

scuffling affairs at Lady Augusta's ; but the confu-

sion of every day was as nothing compared to that

of Sunday. Master Tod was wrong when he com-

plained that he had not been called. The ser-

vants had called both him and Gerald, who

shared the same room, but the young gentlemen

had gone to sleep again. The hour named for

breakfast was the same as other mornings, nine

o'clock ; but, for all the observance it obtained,

they might as well have named nine at night.

To give the servants their due, the breakfast, on

this morning, was on the table at nine—that is,

the cloth and the cups and saucers, and there it

stopped till ten. The maids meanwhile enjoyed

their own leisurely breakfast in the kitchen, regal-

ing themselves with hot coffee, poached eggs,

buttered toast, and a dish of gossip. At ten, Lady

Augusta, who made a merit of always rising

to breakfast on a Sunday, entered the breakfast
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parlour in a dirty morning wrapper, and rang the

bell.

' Is nobody down ?' cried sbe, sharply.

' I think not, my lady,' was Martha's reply. ' I

have not heard them. I have been three times

into the young ladies' room, but they would not

get out of bed.'

This was not quite true. Martha had been in

once, and had got grumbled at for her pains.

'None of them ever will get up on a Sunday

morning,' added Martha ; they say, " where's the

good ?"

'

' Bring in the breakfast,' crossly responded

Lady Augusta. 'And then go up to the young

ladies, and see whether the rest are getting up.

What has the cook been at with this coffee?'

Lady Augusta added, when she came to pour it

out. ' It is cold. Her coffee is always cold.'

'It has been made half an hour, I know, my
lady.'

The fii-st to appear was the youngest child of

all, little Frank ; the next, his brother, a year

older ; they wore dirty collars, and their hair was

uncombed. Then came the young ladies—Caro-

line without a frock, a shawl thrown on instead,

and Fanny in her cm-l-papers. Lady Augusta

scolded tliem for their late appearance, forgetting,

possibly, that she set the example.

VOL. I. S
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' It is not much after ten,' said Caroline. ' We
shall be in time for college.'

' It is hard upon half-past,' rephed Lady-

Augusta. ' Why do you come down in a petticoat,

Caroline ?'

' That stupid dressmaker has put no tape to my
dress in front, and I could not fasten it down,'

fretfully responded Caroline. ' IMartha is sewing it

on.'

Eoland lounged in, not more presentable than

the rest. Why had Lady AugTista not brought

them up to better habits ? Why should they come

down on a Sunday morning more untidy than on

others ? They would have told you, had you

asked the question, that on other mornings they

must be dressed, to hasten to theh daily occu-

pations. Ah ! Had Sunday no occupation, then ?

Did it deserve no marked deference ? Had I

been Lady Augusta Yorke, I should have said to

Roland that morning, when I saw his slip-shod

slippers and his collarless neck, ' If you show no

respect for me, show it for the day
!'

Half-past ten struck, and Lady Augusta started

up to fly to her own room. She had much to

do yet, ere she could be presentable for college.

Caroline followed. Fanny wondered what Gerald

and Tod would do. Not yet down

!

' Those boys mil get a tanning, to-morrow, from
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old Pye!' exclaimed Eoland, remembering the

time when ' tannings ' had been his portion for

the same fault. ' Go and see what they are after,

Martha.'

They were ' after ' jumping up in alarm, aroused

by the college bell. Amidst wild confusion, for

nothing seemed to be at hand, with harsh re-

proaches to Martha, touching then- shirts and

socks, and other necessary articles of attu'e, they

got down-stau's, somehow, and flew out of the

house on their way to the college school-room

;

Gerald drinking down a fresh-made cup of coffee,

scalding hot ; Tod cramming a thick piece of

bread-and-butter into his trousers' pocket, and

trusting to good luck to eat it between-whiles.

All this was nothing unusual; it was the cus-

tomary scuffle of Sunday morning. The Yorkes did

get to college, somehow, and there was an end of it.

After the conclusion of the service, as the

congregation were dispersing, ]\Ir. Galloway came

up to Arthur Channing in the cloisters, and drew

him aside.

* Do you recollect taking out the letters to the

post, last Friday afternoon ?' he inquired.

' On Friday ?' mused Arthur, who could not at

the moment recollect much about that particular

day's letters; it was he who generally posted

them for the office. ' Oh, yes, I do remember, sir,'
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he replied, as tlie relative circumstances flashed

across him.

Mr. Galloway looked at him, possibly doubting

whether he really did remember. 'How many

letters were there for the post that afternoon ?' he

asked.

' Three,' promptly rejoined Ai'thur. ' Two were

for London, and one was for Yentnor.'

' Just so,' assented Mr. Galloway. ' Now, then,

to whom did you entrust the posting of those

letters ?'

' I did not entrust them to any one,' replied

Arthur ;
' I posted them myself

' You are siu-e ?'

' Quite sure, su-,' answered Arthur, in some

surprise. But Mr. Galloway said no more, and

gave no explanation of the reason for his inquiry.

He turned into his own house, which was situated

near the cloister gates, and Arthur went on to

his.

Had you been attending worship in Helston-

leigh Cathedral that same afternoon, you might

have observed, as one of the congi-egation, a tall

stout man, with a dark, sallow face, and grey

hair. He sat in a stall near to the Reverend

William Yorke, who was the officiating chanter for

tlie afternoon. It was Dr. Lamb. A somewhat

peculiar histoiy was his. Brought up to tlie medi-
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cal profession, and taking Ms physician's degree

early, he went out to settle in New Zealand,

where he had friends. Circumstances brought him

into frequent contact with the natives there. A
benevolent, thoughtful man, gifted with much

Christian grace, the sad spmtual state of these

poor heathens gave the deepest concern to

Dr. Lamb. He did what he could for them

between-whiles, but his profession took up most of

his time : often did he wish he had more time at

his command. A few years of hard work, and then

the wish was realized. A small patrimony was

bequeathed him, sufficient to enable him to live.

From that time he applied himseK to the arduous

duties of a missionary, and his labours were

crowned with marked success. Next came iQness.

He was attacked with rheumatism iu the joints

;

and after many unavailing remedies had been

tried, came home in search of health, which

he found, as you have heard, in certain spas of

Germany.

Mr. Channing watched the time-piece eagerly.

Unless it has been your portion, my reader, to

undergo long, and apparently hopeless, affliction,

and to find yourself at length unexpectedly told

that there may be a cure for you ; that another,

afflicted in a similar manner, has been restored to

health by simple means, and will call upon you and
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describe to you what they were—you could scarcely

comprehend the nervous expectancy of Mr. Chan-

ning on this afternoon. Four o'clock ! they would

not be long now.

A very little time longer, and they were with

him—his family, Mr. Yorke, and Dr. Lamb. The

chief subject of anxiety was soon entered upon,

Dr. Lamb describing his illness at great length.

' But were you as helpless as I am ?' inquired

Mr. Channing.

' Quite as helpless. I was carried on board the

ship, and carried to a bed at an hotel when I

reached England. From what I have heard of

your case, and by what you say, I should judge

the nature of your malady to be precisely simi-

lar to mine.'

' And now tell me about the healing remedy.'

Dr. Lamb paused. ' You must promise to put

faith in my description.'

Mr. Channing raised his eyes in surprise. ' Why
should I not put faith in it ?'

' Because it will appear to you so very simple.

I consulted a medical man in London, one emi-

nent in rheumatic cases, and he gave it as his

opinion that a mouth or two passed at one of the

continental springs might restore me. I laughed

at him.'

' You did not believe liim ?'
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' I did not, indeed. Shall I confess to you that

I felt vexed with him? There was I, a poor

afflicted man, lying in helplessness, racked with

pain; and to be gravely assured that a short

sojourn at a pleasant foreign watering-place would,

in all probability, cure me, sounded to me very

like mockery. I knew something of the disease,

its ordinary treatment, and its various phases. It

was true I had left Europe many years, and strange

changes had been taking place in medical science.

Still I had no faith in what he said, as being appli-

cable to my own case ; and for a whole month, week

after week, day after day, declined to entertain

his views. I considered that it would be so much

time and money lost.'

Dr Lamb paused. Mr. Channing did not inter-

rupt him.

' One Sunday evening, I was on my soKtary

sofa—lying in pain—as I can see you are lying

now. The bells were ringing out for evening

service. I lay thinking of my distressing condi-

tion; wishing I could be healed. By-and-by,

after the bells had ceased, and the worshippers

had assembled within the w alls of the sanctuary,

from which privilege 1 was excluded, I took my
Bible. It opened of itself at the 5th chaj^ter of

the second book of Kings. I began to read it,

somewhat, I fear, listlessly—listlessly, at any rate.
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compared with the strange enthusiasm which grew

over me as I read, "Go and wash in Jordan seven

times, and thy flesh shall come again to thee, and

thou shalt be clean. And Naaman was wroth. . . .

And his servants spake unto him and said. My
father, if the prophet had bid thee do some great

thing, wouldest thou not have done it ? how much

rather then, when he saith unto thee, Wash,

and be clean ?" '

' Mr. Channing,' Dr. Lamb continued in a

deeper tone, ' the words sounded in my ear, fell

upon my heart, like a very message sent direct from

God. All the folly of my own obstinate disbelief

came full upon me ; the scales seemed to fall from

my eyes and I said, " Shall I not try the simple

thing ?" A firm conviction that the chapter had

been directed to me that night as a warning, seated

itself within me ; and, from that hour, I never

entertained a shadow of doubt but that the baths

would be successful.'

' And you journeyed to them ?'

'Instantly. Within a Aveek I was there. I

seemed to hnow tha,t I was going to my cure.

You will not, probably, understand this.'

'I understand it perfectly,' was Mr. Ghanning's

answer. 'I believe that a merciful Providence

does vouchsafe, at rare times, to move us by these

direct interpositions. I need not ask you if you
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were cured. I have heard you were. I see you

are. Can you tell me aught of the actual means ?

' I was ordered to a part of Prussian Germany,

a small place in the vicinity of Aix-la-Chapelle

;

a quiet, unpretending, cheap place, where there are

ever-perpetual springs of boihng, sulphuric water.

The precise course of treatment I will come in

another day and describe to you. I had to drink

a great deal of the water, warm—six or eight

half-pints of it per day ; I had to bathe regularly

in this water ; and I had to take what are called

douche baths every other day.'

' ' I have heard of the douche baths,' said Mr.

Channing. ' Kather fierce, are they not ?'

' Fierce !' echoed the doctor. ' The first time I

tried one, I thought I was never coming out alive.

The water was dashed upon me, through a tube,

with what seemed alarming force, until I got

used to it ; while an attendant rubbed and turned

and twisted my limbs, as if they had been so many

straws in his strong hand. So violent is the action

of the water that my face had to be protected by

a board, lest it should come iu contact with it.'

' Strong treatment !' remarked Mr, Channiag.

' Strong, but effectual. Effectual, so far as my
case was concerned. Whether it was the drinking

of the water, or the sulphur baths, or the douches,

or the pure air, or the Prussian doctor's medicine,
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or all combined, I was, under God's goodness, re-

stored to health. I entertain no doubt that you

may be.'

' And the cost ?' asked Mr. Channing, with a

sigh he could not wholly suppress.

' There's the beauty of it ! there's the benefit to

us poor folks, who possess but a shallow purse, and

that only half filled,' laughed Dr. Lamb. ' Had
it been expensive, / could not have afforded it.

These baths, mind you, are in the hotel, which is the

greatest possible accommodation to invalids ; the

warm baths cost a franc each, the douche two

francs, the water you drink, nothing. The doctor's

fee is foui' and sixpence, and you need not consult

him much. Ascertain the proper course, and go

on with it.'

' But the living in the hotel ?'

' It cost me four shillings per day, everything

included, except a trifle for servants. Candles

alone were extras, and I did not bm-n much of

them, for I was glad to get to bed early. Wine

I do not take, or that would have been an extra.

You could not live very much cheaper at home.'

' How I should like to go !' broke from the lips

of Mr. Channing.

Hamish came forward. ' You must go, my dear

father ! It shall be managed.'

' You speak hopefully, Hamish.'
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Hamish smiled. ' I feel so, sir.'

' Do you feel so, also, my friend !' implored

Dr. Lamb, fervently. ' Go forth to the medicinal

remedy as I did, in the full confidence that God

can, and will, send His blessing upon it.'
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CHAPTEE XVIIL

MR. JENKINS ALIVE AGAIN,

The quiet of Sunday was over, and Helston-

leigh awoke on the Monday morning to the

bustle of every-day life. Mr. Jenkins awoke,

with others, and got up—not Jenkins the old

bedesman, but his son Joseph, who had the grey
" mare for his wife. It was Mr. Jenkins's intention

to resume his occupation that day, with Mr.

Hurst's and Mrs. Jenkins's permission : the

former's he might have defied ; the latter's he

dared not. However, he was on the safe side, for

both had accorded it.

Mrs. Jenkins was making breakfast in the

small parlour behind her hosiery shop, when her

husband appeared. He looked all the worse for

his accident. Poor Joe was one whom a little

illness told upon. Thin, pale, and lantern-jawed,

at the best of times—indeed he was not unfre-

quently honoured with the nickname of ' scarecrow

'

—he looked now thinner and paler than ever.

His tall, shadowy form seemed bent with the
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weakness induced by lying a few days in bed;

while bis hair bad been cut off in three places at

the toj) of his head, to give place to as many

patches of white plaster.

' A nice iigiire you'll cut in the office, to-day,

with those ornaments on your cro^\'n !' was Mrs.

Jenkins's salutation.

' I am thinking to fold this broadly upon my
head, and tie it under my chin,' said he, meekly,

holding out a square, black silk handkerchief,

which he had brought down in his hand.

' That would not hide the patch upon your

forehead, stupid !' responded Mrs. Jenkins. ' I

believe you must have bumped upon the edge of
*

every stair in the organ-loft, as you came down, to

get so many different wounds !' she continued in a

cross tone. ' If you ever do such a senseless trick,

again, you shan't stir abroad without me or the

maid at your back, to take care of you ; I promise

you that
!'

' I have combed my hair over the place upon

my forehead !' civilly replied Mr. Jenkins. ' I don't

think it shows much.'

' And made yourself look like an owl f I

thought it was nothing less than a stuffed owl

coming in. Why can't you wear yom- hat?

That would hide yom- crown and your forehead

also.'
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' I did think of tliat ; and I dare say Mr. Gal-

loway would allow me to do it, and pardon

the disrespect, in consideration of the cu'cum-

stances,' answered Jenkins. ' But then, I thought

again, suppose the dean should chance to come

into the office to-day ?—or any of the canons ?

There's no telling but they may. I could not

keep my hat on in theu' presence ; and I should

not like to take it off, and expose the plasters.'

' You'd frighten them away, if you did,' said

Mrs. Jenkins, dashing some water into the teapot.

' Therefore,' he added, when she had finished

speaking, ' I think it will be better to put on this

handkerchief. People do wear such, when suffer-

ing from neuralgia, or from toothache.'

' Law ! Avear it, if you hke ! what a fuss you

make about nothing ! If you chose to go with

your head wrapped up in a blanket, nobody would

look at you.'

' Very true,' meekly coughed Mr. Jenkins.

' What are you doing with your bacon ?' iras-

cibly demanded Mrs. Jenkins, perceiving that of

two slices, which she had put upon his plate, he

was surreptitiously conveying one back to the dish.

' I am not hungry this morning. I cannot eat

it'

^ I say you shall eat it. What next ? Do

you think you are going to famish yourself?'
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' My appetite will come back to me in a morning

or two,' he deprecatingly observed.

* It is back quite enough for that bacon,'

was the answer. ' Come ! I'll have it eaten.'

She ruled him in everything, as she would a

child ; and, appetite or no appetite, Mr. Jenkins

had to eat the bacon. Then he prepared for his

departure. The black silk square was tied on, so

as to cover the damages ; the hat was well drawn,

over the brows, and Mr. Jenkins started. \Vhen

Mr. Galloway entered his office that morning-

which he did earlier than usual, there sat Mr
Jenkins in his usual place, copying a lease.

He looked glad to see liis old clerk. It is

pleasant to welcome an accustomed face after an

absence. ' Are you sure you are equal to work,

Jenkins V

' Quite so, sir, thank you. I had a little fever

at first, and Mr. Hurst was afraid of that ; but it

has entirely subsided. Beyond being a trifle sore

on the head, and stiff at the elbows and one hip,

I am quite myself again.'

' I was sorry to hear of the accident, Jenkins,'

Mr. Galloway resumed.

' I was as vexed at it as I could be, sir. When I

tu'st came to myself, I hardly knew what damage

was done ; and the uncertainty of my getting to

business, perhaps for weeks, did worrit me much.
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I don't deny, too, tliat I have been in a little pain
;

but oh, sir ! it was worth its happening ! it was

indeed ; only to experience the kindness and good

fellowship that have been shown me. I am sure

half the town has been to see me, or to ask after

me.'

' I hear you have had your share of visitors.'

' The bishop himseK came,' said poor Jenkins,

grateful tears rising to his eyes in the intensity of

his emotion. ' He did, indeed, sir. He came on

the Friday, and gToped his way up our dark stairs

(for very dark they are when IMr. Harper's sitting-

room door is shut), and sat down by my bed-side,

and chatted, just as plainly and familiarly as if he

had been no better than one of my own acquaint-

ances. Mr. Arthur Channing found him there

when he came with your kind message, su\'

' So I heard,' said Mr. Galloway. ' You and

the bishop were both in the same boat. I cannot,

for my part, get at the mystery of that locking-

up business.'

' The bishop as good as said so, su'—that we had

both been in it. I was trying to express my
acknowledgments to his lordship for his conde-

scension, apologizing for my plain bed-room, and

the dark stau-s, and all that, and saying, as well as

I knew how, that the like of me Avas not worthy

of a visit from bun, when he laughed, in liis aifable
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way, and said, " We were both caught in the trap,

Jenkins. Had I been the one to receive personal

injury, I make no doubt that you would have come

the next day to inquire after me." What a great

thing it is, to be blessed with a lovuig, benevolent

heart, like the Bishop of Helstonleigh
!'

Arthui- Chanuing came in and interrupted the

conversation. He was settling to his occupation,

when Mr. Galloway drew his attention ; in a very

abrupt, angry manner, as it struck Ai'thur :

—

'Channing, you told me, yesterday, that you

posted that letter for Ventnor on Friday.'

* So I did, sir.'

* It has been robbed.'

* Eobbed !' returned Arthur, in surprise, scarcely

catching immediately the meaning of the word.

' You know that it contained money—a £20

note. You saw me put it in.'

* Yes—I—know—that,' hesitated Arthur.

' What are you stammering at ?'

In good truth, Arthm* could not have told,

except that he hesitated in surprise. He had cast

his thoughts back, and was lost in them.

' The fact is, you did not post the letters your-

self,' resumed Mr. Galloway. ' You gave them to

somebody else to post, in a fit of idleness, and the

result is, that the letter was rifled, and I have lost

£20.'

VOL. I. T
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' Sir, I assure you that I did post them myself/

replied Ai^thur, with firmness. 'I went direct

from this door to the post-office. In coming back,

I called on Jenkins '—turning to him—' as you

bade me, and afterwards I returned straight here.

I mentioned to you, then, sir, that the bishop was

,
with Jenkins.'

Mr. Jenkins glanced up from his desk, a streak

of colour illumining his thin cheek, half hidden

by the black handkerchief. ' I was just saying, sir,

to Mr. Galloway, that you found his lordship at

my bed-side,' he cried to Arthur.

' Has the note been taken out of the letter, sir ?'

demanded Arthur. 'Did the letter get to its

destination Avithout it ?'

' Yes,' replied Mr. Galloway, answering both

questions. 'I had a few lines from Mr. Robert

Galloway yesterday morning, stating that the letter

had arrived, but no bank-note was inclosed in it.

Now, where is the note ?'

' Where can it be ?' reiterated Arthur. ' The

letter must have been opened in the transit. I de-

clare to you, sir, that I put it safely into the post-

office.'

' It is a crying shame for this civilized country,

that one cannot send a bank-note across the king-

dom in a letter, but it must get taken out of it

!

exclaimed IMr. Galloway, in his vexation. * The
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puzzle to me is, how those thieves of letter-carriers

happen just to pitch upon the letters to open, that

contain money!'

He went into his private room as he spoke,

banging the door after him, a sure symptom that

his temper was not in a state of equanimity, and

not hearing or seeing Eoland Yorke, who had

entered, and was wishing him good morning.

' What's amiss ? he seems in a tantrum,' ejacu-

lated Mr. Roland, with his customary scant cere-

mony. * Hallo, Jenkins ; is it really you ? By
the accounts brought here, I thought you were not

going to have a head on your shoulders for six

months to come. Glad to see you.'

' Thank you, sir. I am thankful to say I have

got pretty well over the hurt.'

' Eoland,' said Arthur, in a half whisper, bring-

ing his head close to his friend's, as they leaned

together over the desk, ' you remember that Vent-

nor letter, sent on Friday, with the money in it
—

'

' Ventnor letter !' interrupted Eoland. ' What
Ventnor letter ?'

' The one for Robert Galloway. Hamish was

looking at it. It had the £20 note in it,'

' For Ventnor, was it ? I did not notice what

place it was bound for. That fellow, the cousin

Galloway, changes his place of abode like the

wandering Jew. What of the letter ?'
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' It has been robbed of the note.'

' No !' uttered Eoland.

'It has. The cousin says the letter reached

him, but the note did not. Mr. Galloway seems

uncommonly put out. He accused me, at first,

of not taking it myself to the post. As if I should

confide letters of value to anybody not trustworthy !'

' Did you post it yourself ?' asked Roland.

' Of course I did. When you were coming in,

after playing truant on Friday afternoon, I was

going then. You might have seen the letters in

my hand.'

Roland shook his head. ' I was in too great a

stew to notice letters, or anything else. Tliis will

cure Galloway of sending bank-notes in letters.

Have the post-ofiice people had news of the loss

sent to them ? They must hunt up the thief.'

' Mr. Galloway is sure to do all that's necessary,*

remarked Arthur.

' For my part, if I sent bank-notes across the

country in letters, I should expect them to get

taken. I wonder at GaUoway. He is cautious in

other things.'

Others had wondered at ]\Ir. Galloway, besides

Roland Yorke. A man of caution, generally, he

yet persisted in the practice of inclosing bank-

notes in letters— whole notes, too, not halves.

Persons cognizant of this habit had remonstrated
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with him ; not his clerks—of course they had not

presumed to do so. Mr. Galloway, who liked his

own way, had become somewhat testy upon the

point, and, not a week previous to the present

iime, had answered in a sort of contradictory

spirit, that his money-letters had always gone

safely hitherto, and he made no doubt they always

would go safely. The present loss, therefore,

coming, as it were, to check his obstinacy, vexed

him more than it would otherwise have done. He
did not care for the loss of the money half so

much as he did for the tacit reproof to himself.

'I wonder if Galloway took the number of the

note ? cried Roland. ' Whether or not, though,

it would not serve him much : bank-notes lost in

transit never come to light.'

' Don't they, though ?' retorted Arthur. ' Look
at the many convictions for post-office robbery !'

' I do not suppose that one case in ten is tracked

home,' disputed Eoland. 'They are regular

thieves, those letter-carriers. But, then, the fel-

lows are paid so badly.'

'Do not be so sweeping in your assertions,

Eoland Yorke,' interposed Mr. Galloway, coming

forward from his private room. ' How dare you

so asperse the letter-carriers ? They are a hard-

working, quiet, honest body of men. Yes, sir;

honest—I repeat it. Where one has yielded to
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temptation, fingering what was not his own,

hundi-eds rise superior to it, retaining their integ-

rity always. I would advise you not to be so free

with your tongue.'

Not to be free with his tongue would have been

hard to Koland. 'Lady Augusta was sending a

box of camomile pills to some friend in Ireland,

the other day, sir, but it was never heard of agam,

after she put it into the post-office, here,' cried he

to Mr. Galloway. ' The fellow who appropriated

it no doubt thought he had got a prize of jewels.

I should like to have seen his mortification when

he opened the parcel and found it contained pills !

Lady Augusta said she hoped he had the liver

complaint, and then they might be of service to

him.'

Mr. Galloway made no response. He had

caught up a lease that was lying on Jenkins's

desk, and stood looking at it with no pleasant

expression of countenance. On went that un-

daunted Eoland :

—

' The next thing Lady Augusta had occasion to

send by post was a gold cameo pin. It was in-

closed in a paste-board box, and, when packed,

looked just like the parcel of pills. I wrote pills

on it, in great round text hand. That reached its

destination safely, sir.'

'Safer than you would, if it depended upon
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your pursuing your business steadily,' retorted Mr.

Galloway to Eoland. ' Fill in that tithe paper/

As Eoland, with a suppressed yawn, and in his

usual lazy manner, set liimseK to the work indi-

cated, there came a clatter at the office-door, and

a man in the uniform of a telegraphic official

entered, bearing a dispatch in his hand. Mr.

Galloway had then turned to his own room, and

Roland, ever ready for anything but work, started

up and received the packet from the man.

' Where's it from ?' asked he, in his curiosity.

' Southampton,' replied the messenger.

' A telegram from Southampton, sir,' announced

Roland to Mr. Galloway.

The latter took the dispatch, and opened it,

directing Jenkins to sign the paper. This done,

the messenger departed. The words of the mes-

sage were very few, but Mr. Galloway's eye was

bending upon them sternly, and his brow had

knitted, as if in perplexity.

' Yoimg gentlemen, you must look to this,' he

said, coming forward, and standing before Roland

and Arthm-. * I find that the post-office is not to

blame for this loss; that it must have occurred

here, in this room, before the letter went near the

post-office.'

They both looked up ; both coloured red, as if

with inward emotion. Thoughts, we all know, are
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quick as lightning : what was each thinking of,

that it should give rise to emotion ? Arthur was

the first to speak.

' Do you allude to the loss of the bank-note,

sir ?'

'What else should I be likely to allude to?'

sharply answered Mr. Galloway.

' But tbe post-office must be cheeky, to deny it

off-hand !' flashed Eoland. ' How is it possible

that they can answer for the honesty of every

man whose hands that letter passed through ?'

'Pray who told you they had denied it, Mr.

Roland Yorke ?' demanded his master.

Eoland felt a little checked. ' I inferred it, sir.'

'I daresay. Then allow me to tell you that

they have not denied it. And one very cogent

reason why they have not, is, that they are not yet

cognizant of the loss. I do not jump at con-

clusions as you do, Eoland Yorke, and I thought

it necessary to make a little private inquiry before

accusing the post-office, lest the post-office might

not be in fault, you know.'

'Quite right, I have no doubt, sir,' replied

Eoland, in a chafed accent, for Mr. Galloway was

speaking satirically, and Eoland never liked to

have ridicule cast to him. Like old Ketch, it

stung his temper.

'By this communication,' touching the tele-
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graphic dispatcli, ' I learn that the letter was not

opened after it left this office,' resumed Mr. Gal-

loway. ' Consequently, the note must have been

abstracted from it while the letter lay here. Who
has been guilty of it ?'

Neither Arthur nor Eoland spoke. It was not a

pleasant accusation—if you can call it an accusa-

tion—and the red on theu' faces deepened to

scarlet; while Mr. Jenkins looked up, half ter-

rified, and began to thuik, what a mercy it was

that he had broken his head, just that last parti-

cular Thursday night, on the marble flags of the

cathedral.
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CHAPTER XIX.

THE LOSS.

When money is lost out of an office, suspicion

very frequently falls upon one or more of that

office's employes, Mr. Galloway's doubts, however,

had not yet extended to those employed in his.

The letter containing the bank-note had been dis-

patched to Mr. Eobert Galloway, at Ventnor, on

the Friday. On the Sunday morning, while Mr.

Galloway was at breakfast, a short answer was

delivered to him from his cousin :
—

' Your letter

has reached me, but not the note
;
you must have

omitted to put it in,' was the news it contained,

relative to that particular point. Mr. Galloway

knew that he had put the note in ; there was little

doubt that both his clerks could testify that he

had put it in, for he did it in their presence. How
could it have been taken out ? Had it been ab-

stracted while the letter was still in his office ?

—

or in its conveyance to the post ?—or in its trans-

mission to Ventnor? 'If in the office,' argued

Mr. Galloway, ' it must have been done before I
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sealed it ; if afterwards, that seal must have been

tampered with, probably broken. I'll drop a note

to Eobert, and ask the question.' He rose from

his breakfast and penned a line to Southampton,

where, as he had reason to believe, Mr. Eobert Gal-

loway would be on the Monday. It was not Mr.

Galloway's habit to write letters on a Sunday,

but he deemed that the present occasion justified

the deed. ' I did put the note in the letter,' he

wrote. ' Send me word instantly whether the seal

had been tampered with. I stamped it with my
private seal.' Mr. Eobert Galloway received this

on the Monday morning. He did not wait for the

post, but forwarded the reply by telegraph—' The

seal had not been broken. Will send you back

the envelope by first post.' This was the dispatch

which you saw Mr. Galloway receive in his office.

He went back into his private room, carrying

the dispatch with him, and there he sat down to

think. From the very first, he had not believed

the fraud to lie with the post-office—for this

reason : had the note been abstracted by one of

its servants, the letter would have been almost

sure not to have reached its destination ; it would

have disappeared with the note. He had cast a

doubt as to whether Arthur Channing had posted

the letters himself. Arthur assured him that he

had, and Mr. Galloway believed him ; the infer-
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mation tliat the seal of the letter was unbroken

was now a further confirmation, had he needed it

At least, it was a confirmation that the letter had

not been opened after it quitted the office. Mr.

Galloway perfectly remembered fastening down

the letter. He put the bank-note in, wet the

gum, and stuck it down. He probably would

have sealed it then, but for the commotion that

arose at that same moment in the street, caused

by Mad Nance. There could be no shadow of

doubt, so far as Mr. Galloway could see, and so

far as he believed, that the abstraction had taken

place between the time of his gumming down the

envelope and of his sealing it. Who had done it ?

' I'll lay a guinea I know how it happened !' he

exclaimed to himself. ' Channing was at college

—I must have given him permission in a soft

moment to take that organ, or I should never

have done it, quitting the office daily ! — and,

Yorke, in his indolent carelessness, must have got

gossij)ing outside, leaving, it is hard to say who, in

the office ! This comes of poor Jenkins's fall !' -

Mr. Galloway rang his table bell. It was

answered by Jenkins. ' Send ]\Ir. Arthur Chan-

ning in,' said Mr. Galloway.

Ai'thur entered, in obedience. Mr. Galloway

made a sign to him to close the door, and then

spoke.
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' This is an awkward business, Channing.'

' Very awkward, indeed, sir,' replied Arthur, at

no loss to understand what Mr. Galloway alluded

to. ' I do not see that it was possible for the note

to have been taken from the letter, except in its

transmission thi'ough the post.'

' I tell you it was taken from it before it left

this office,' tartly returned ]\Ir. Galloway. 'I

have my reasons for the assertion. Did you see

me put the bank-note in the letter ?'

' Of course I did, sir. I was standing by when

you did it : I remained by you after bringing you

the note from this room.'

' I put the note inside, and fastened down the

envelope,' said Mr. Galloway, pointing the

feather of his quill pen at each proposition. ' I

did not seal it then, for the looking at Mad

Nance hindered me, and I went out, leaving the

letter on Jenkins's desk, in your charge and

Yorke's.'

'Yes, sir. I placed the letter in the rack in

your room, immediately afterwards.'

' And, pray, what loose acquaintances did you

and Yorke get in here that afternoon ?'

' Not any,' replied Arthur. ' I do not know

when the office was so free from callers. No

person whatever entered it, except my brother

Hamish.'
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' That's all nonsense/ said Mr. Galloway. ' You
are getting to speak as incautiously as Yorke.

How can you tell who came here when you were

at college ? Yorke would be alone, then.'

'No, Yorke was not,' Arthur was beginning.

But he stopped suddenly and hesitated. He did

not care to tell Mr. Galloway that Yorke had

played truant all that afternoon. Mr. Galloway

saw his hesitation, and did not like it.

' Come, what have you to conceal ? You and

Yorke held a levee here, I suppose ? That's the

fact. You had so many chaps in here, gossiping,

that you don't know who may have meddled with

the letter ; and when you were off to college, they

stopped with Yorke.'

' No, sir. For one thing, I did not take the

organ that afternoon. I went, as usual, but Mr.

Williams was there himself, so I came back. I

was only away about ten minutes.'

' And how many did you find with Yorke ?'

' Yorke stepped out to speak to somebody just

before I went to college,' replied Arthur, obliged

to allude to it, but determined to say as little

as possible. ' Hamish was here, sir
;
you met him

coming in as you were going out, and I got him

to stay in the office till I came back.'

' Pretty doings !' retorted Mr. Galloway. ' Hin-

dering the time of Mr. Hamish Channing, that you
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and Yorke may kick up your heels ! Nice trust-

worthy clerks, both of you
!'

' I was obliged to go to college, sir,' said Arthur,

in a tone of deprecation.

' Was Yorke obliged to go out ?'

' I was back again very shortly, I assure you,

sir,' said Arthur, passing by the remark. ' And I

did not quit the office again until you sent me to

the post.'

' Stop !' said Mr. Galloway ;
' let me clearly

understand. As I went out, Hamish came in.

Then, you say, Yorke went out ; and you, to get

to college, left Hamish keeping office. Did any-

body else come in besides Hamish ?'

' Not any one. When I returned from college

I inquired of Hamish who had called, and he said

nobody had called. Lady Augusta Yorke drove

up then, and Hamish went away with her. She

was going to the missionary meeting.'

' And you persist in saying that nobody came

in, after that ?'

' Nobody did come in, sir.'

' Very well. Send Yorke to me.'

Roland made his appearance, a pen behind his

ear, and a ruler in his hand.

' ]More show than work !' sarcastically exclaimed

Mr. Galloway. ' Now, sir, I have been questioning-

Mr. Arthur Channing about this unpleasant busi-
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ness, for I am determined to come to tlie bottom

of it. I can get nothing satisfactory from him

;

so I must try what I can do with you. Have the

goodness to tell me how you spent your time on

Friday afternoon.'

'On Friday?—let's see,' began Eoland, out of

his wits with perplexity as to how he should hide

his afternoon's absence from Mr. Galloway. ' It's

difBcult to recollect what one does on one particu-

lar day more than on another, sir.'

' Oh, indeed ! Perhaps, to begin with, you can

remember the circumstance of my putting the

bank-note in the letter. I went into the other

room to consult a Bradshaw
'

'I remember that quite well, su-,' interrupted

Eoland. ' Channing fetched the bank-note from

this room, and you put it in. It was just before

we were all called to the window by Mad Nance.'

' After that ?' pursued Mr. Galloway.

'After that? I think, sir, you went out after

that, and Hamish Channing came in.'

' Who else came in ?'

' I don't remember anybody else,' answered

Roland, wishing somebody would come in then,

and stop the questioning. No such luck, however.

' How many people called in, while Channing was

at coUege, and you were keeping office ?' demanded

Mr. Galloway.
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Boland fidgeted, first on one leg, then on the

other. He felt that it must all come out. ' What

a passion he'll go into with me !' thought Roland.

'It is certain that nobody can have touched the

bank-note in this office, sir,' he said aloud. ' Those

poor, half-starved postmen must have helped them-

selves to it.'

' When I ask for your opinion upon " who has

helped themselves to it," it will be time enough

to give it me,' returned IMr. Galloway, drily. ' I

say that the money was abstracted from the letter

before it left this office, when it was under the

charge of you and Channing.'

' I hojje you do not suspect us of taking it, sir !'

said Roland, going into a heat.

' I suspect that you have been guilty of negli-

gence in some way, Mr. Roland. Could the bank-

note drop out of the letter of itself ?'

' I suppose it could not, sir.'

* Good ! Then it is my business to ascertain,

if I can, how it did get out of it. You have not

answered my question. Who came into this office,

while Channing was at the cathedral, on Friday

afternoon ?'

' I declare nobody ever had such luck as I,' burst

forth Roland, in a tone half comic, half defiant,

as he felt he must make a merit of necessity, and

confess. ' If 1 get into the smallest scrape in the

VOL. I. u
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world, it is safe to come out. The fact is, sir, I

was not here, last Friday afternoon, during Chan-

ning's hour for college.'

' What ! not at all ?' exclaimed Mr. Galloway,

who had not suspected Yorke was absent so long.

' As I say, it's my luck to get found out !' grum-

bled Koland. ' I can't lift a finger to-day, if it

ought not to be lifted, but it gets known to-mor-

row. I saw one of my chums going past the end

of the street, sir, and I ran after him. And I am

sorry to say I got seduced into stopping out with

him longer than I ought.'

Mr. Galloway stared at Koland. ' At what time

did you go out ?' he asked.

' Just after you did, sir. The bell was going for

college.'

' And pray what time did you come in ?'

' Well, sir, you saw me come in. It was

getting on for five o'clock.'

' Do you mean to say you had not been in at all,

between those times ?'

' It was Knivett's fault,' grumbled Koland.

' He kept me.'

Mr. Galloway sat drumming on his desk,

apparently gazing at Roland ; in reality thinking.

To hear that Mr. Koland Yorke had taken

French leave for nearly a whole afternoon's

holiday, just on the especial afternoon that he
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ought not to have taken it—Jenkins being away

—

did not surprise him in the least ; it was very

much iu the line of the Yorkes to do so. To

scold or pimish Eoland for it, would have been

productive of Httle good, since he was sure to do it

again on the first temptation that offered. Faihng

the temptation, he would stop at his post steadily

enough. No ; it was not the escapade of Eoland

that J\Ii\ Galloway was considering ; but the very

narrow radius that the affair of the letter appeared

to be drawing itself into. If Eoland was absent,

he could not have had half the town in, to chatter

;

and if Arthm' Channing asserted that none had

been in, Mr. Galloway could give credence to

Arthur. But then—how had the money dis-

appeared ? Who had got it ?

' Channing !' he called out, loudly and sharply.

Arthur, who was preparing to attend the

cathedi-al, for the bell had rung out, hastened in.

' How came you not to tell me, when we were

speaking of Eoland Yorke's absence, that he

remained away all the afternoon?' questioned

]\Ir. Galloway,

Arthur was silent. He glanced once at Eo-

land.

' Well ?' cried Mr. Galloway.

' It was better for him to tell you himself, sir

;

as I conclude he has now done.'
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' The fact is, you are two birds of a feather,'

stormed Mr. Galloway, who, when he did get into

an angry temper, which was not often, was apt to

say anything that came uppermost, just or unjust.

' The one won't tell tales of the other. If the one

set my office on fire, and then said it was the cat

did it, the other would stick to it. Is it true, sir,

that he was not at the office dm-ing my absence

from it on Friday afternoon ?' he continued to

Arthur.

' That is true.'

' Then who can have taken the money ?' uttered

Mr. Galloway,, speaking what was uppermost in

his thoughts.

' Which is as much as to say that I took it,'

burst forth haughty Eoland. ' Mr. Galloway,

I
'

' You just keep your tongue quiet, Eoland

Yorke,' interrupted that gentleman. ' I do not

suspect you of taking it. I did suspect that you

might have got some idlers in here, mauvais sujets,

you know, for you call plenty of .them friends

;

but, if you were absent yourself, that suspicion falls

to the ground. Again I say, who can have taken

the money ?'

' It is an utter impossibility that Yorke could have

taken it, even were he capable of such a thing,'

generously spoke Arthur. 'From the time you



THE CHANNINGS. 293

quitted the office youi'self, sir, until after the

letters were taken out of it to be conveyed to the

post, he was away from it.'

' Just like him !' exclaimed Mr. Galloway. ' It

must have been done while your brother Hamish

was waiting in the office. We must ascertain from

him who came in.

' He told me nobody came in,' repeated Arthur.

' Rubbish !' testily observed Mr. Galloway.

'Somebody must have come in; somebody with

light fingers, too ! the money could not go with-

out hands. You are off to college now, I suppose,

Channing ?'

' Yes, sir.'

' When service is over, just go down as far as

your brother's office, and ask him about it.'

' He is as obstinate as any old adder !' ex-

claimed Eoland Yorke to Arthur, when they left

Mr. Galloway alone. ' The only possible way in

which it can have gone, is through that post-

office. The men have forked it ; like they chd

Lady Augusta's pills.'

' He says it was not the post-office,' mused

Arthur. 'He said—as I understood—that the

telegraphic dispatch proved to him that it had

been taken out here.'

' What an idiot you are !' ejaculated Roland.
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' How could a despatcli tell liim who took it, or wlio

did not?—unless it was a despatcli from those

spirit-rappers—mesmerists, or whatever they call

themselves. They profess to show you who your

grandmother was, if you don't know !'

Eoland laughed as he spoke. Arthur was not

inclined for joking ; the affair perplexed him in no

common degree. 'I wish Mr. Galloway would

mention his grounds for thinking the note was

abstracted before it went to the post !' he said.

' He ought to mention them,' cried Eoland

fiercely. 'He says he learns, by the despatch,

that the letter was not opened after it left this

office. Now, it is impossible that any despatch

could tell him that. He talks to me about broad

assertions! That's a pretty broad one. What
did the despatch say ? who sent it ?'

' Would it aiford you satisfaction to know,

Mr. Eoland?' and Eoland wheeled round with a

start, for it was the voice of Mr. Galloway. He
had followed them into the front office, and caught

the latter part of the conversation. ' Come, sir,' he

added, ' I will teach you a lesson in caution.

When I have sealed letters that contained money

after they were previously fastened down with

gum, I have seen you tlu'ow your head back,

]Mr. Eoland, with that favourite scornful move-
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ment of yours. " As if gum did not stick them

fast enough !" you have said in youi- heart. But

now, the fact of my having sealed this letter in

question, enables me to say that the letter was

not opened after it quitted my hands. The

despatch you are so curious about was from my
cousin, telling me that the seal reached him in-

tact.'

' I did not know the letter was sealed,' re-

marked Koland. ' But that proves nothuig, sir.

They might melt the wax, and seal it up again.

Everybody keeps a stamp of this sort,' he added,

stretching his hand out for the seal ordinarily

used in the office—a common cross-barred wafer

stamp.

' Ah,' said Mr. Galloway, ' you are very clever,

Master Eoland. But I happened to stamp that

letter with my private seal.'

' That alters the case, of course,' said Roland,

after a pause. ' Sir, I wish you would set me to

work to find out,' he impulsively continued. ' I'd

go to the post-office, and
'

' And make enough noise there for ten, and

defeat, your own ends,' interrupted Mr. Galloway.

* Channing, you will be late. Do not forget to see

Hamish.'

* Yes, I must be off,' said Arthur with a start.
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coming out of his reverie. He had waited to

hear about the seal. And now flew towards the

cathedral.

' I wish it had not happened !' he ejaculated. ' I

know Galloway does not suspect me or Yorke:

but still I wish it had never happened !'
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CHAPTER XX.

THE LOOMING OF AN AWFUL FEAK.

Hamish Channing sat in his private room ; his,

now ; for, in the absence of Mr. Channing, Hamish

was master. The insurance office was situated in

Guild Street, a principal street, near to the

Town Hall, It consisted of an entrance hall, two

rooms, and a closet for hanging up coats, and for

washing hands. The room on the left of the hall,

as you entered, was the principal office ; the room

on the right of the hall, was the private room of

Ml'. Channing; used, I say, by Hamish. The

upper part of the house was occupied as a

dwelling, the family renting it having nothing to

do with the office. It was a commodious house,

and possessed a separate entrance.

Hamish—gay, good-tempered, careless, though

he was—ruled the office with a firm hand. There

was no familiarity of manner there; the clerks

liked him, but they had to defer to him, and obey

him. He was seated at his desk, deep in some

accounts, on this same morning—the one men-
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tioned in the last chapter—when one of the clerks

entered, and said that Mr. Arthur Channing was

asking to speak to him : for it was Mr. Hamish

Channing's good pleasure not to be interupted

indiscriminately, unless a clerk first ascertained

whether he was at Hberty to be seen. Possibly

Hamish feared there might be treachery abroad.

Arthur entered. Hamish pushed his books from

before him, and stretched himself. ' Wei], old

fellow ! you seem out of breath.'

' I came down at such a pace,' rejoined Arthur.

* College is just over. I say, Hamish, a disagree-

able thing has happened at Galloway's. I have

never seen him put out as he is now.'

' Has his hair taken a change again, and come

on a lovely rose colour ?'

'I wish you would not turn everything into

joke,' cried Arthur, who was really troubled, and

the words vexed him. ' You saw a letter on

Jenkins's desk last Friday—the afternoon, you

know, that Yorke went off, and you remained

while I went to college ? There was a £20 note

in it. Well, the note has, in some mysterious

manner, been abstracted from it.'

Hamish lifted his eyebrows. ' What can Gallo-

way expect, if he sends bank-notes in letters ?'

* Yes, but this was abstracted before it left our

office. Galloway says so. He sealed it with his
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private seal, and the letter arrived at liis cousin's

intact, the seal unbroken—a pretty sui-e proof that

the note could not have been in it when it was

sealed.'

' Who took it out ?' asked Hamish.

'That's the question. There was not a soul

near the place, that I can find out, except you

and I. Yorke was away, Jenkins was away, and

Mr. Galloway was away. He says some one must

have come in while you were in the office.'

'There did not so much as a ghost come in,'

said Hamish.

' Ai-e you sure, Hamish ?'

' Sure ! I am sure they did not, unless I

dropped asleep. That was not an unlikely catas-

trophe to happen ; shut up by myself in that dull

office, amid musty parchments, with nothing to do.'

' Hamish, can you be serious far once ? This is

a serious matter.'

' Mr. Martin Pope wants you, sir,' said the clerk

again, interrupting at this juncture. Martin

Pope's face came in also, over the clerk's shoulder.

It was red, and he looked in a hurry.

' Hamish, he has had a letter, and is off by the

half-past eleven train,' spoke Martin Pope, in

some excitemeht. ' You must rush up to the

station, if you want a last word with him. You

will hardly catch him, running your best.'
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Up jumped Hamisli, in excitement as great as

his friend's. He shut down and locked the table-

desk, caught his hat, and was speeding out of the

office, when Arthur, to whom the words had been

a puzzle, laid hold of his arm.

'Hamish, did any one come in? It was Mr.

Galloway sent me here to ascertain.'

'No, they did not. Should I not tell you if

they had ? Take care, Arthur. I must fly like

the wind. Come away. Pope !'

Arthur walked back to Mr. Galloway's. That

gentleman was out. Eoland Yorke was out.

But Jenkins, upon whom the unfortunate affair

had taken great hold, lifted his face to Ai-thur,

his eyes asking the question that his tongue

scarcely presumed to do.

' My brother says nobody came in while he was

here. It is verysstrauge !'

'Mr. Arthur, sir, if I had repined at all at that

accident, and felt it as a misfortune, how this

would have reproved me !' spoke Jenkins, in . his

simple faith. ' Why, sh, it must have come to me

as a mercy, a blessing ; to take me away out of

this office at the time.'

' What do you mean, Jenkins ?'

' There's no telling, sir, but Mr. Galloway might

have suspected me. It is the first loss we have had

since I have been here, all these years ; and
'
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'Nonsense!' interrupted Arthur. 'You may as

well fear that Mr. Galloway will suspect me, or

m. Yorke.'

' No, sir, you and Mr. Yorke are different
;
you

are gentlemen. Mr. Galloway would no more

suspect you, than he would suspect himself. I am
thankful I was absent.'

' Be easy, Jenkins,' smiled Arthur. ' Absent or

present, everybody can trust you.'

Mr. Galloway did not retm-n until nearly one

o'clock. He went strais^ht into his own room.

Arthur followed him.

' I have seen Hamish, sir. He says no person

whatever entered on Friday, while he was here

alone.'

Mr. Galloway paused, apparently revolving the

news. ' Hamish must be mistaken,' he answered.

' He told me at the time, last Friday, that

nobody had been in,' resumed Arthur. ' I asked

the question when I returned from college, think-

ing people might have called on business. He
said they had not ; and he says the same now.'

' But look you here, Arthur,' debated Mr. Gal-

loway, in a tone of reasoning. ' I suspect neither

you nor Yorke ; indeed, as it seems, Yorke put

himself out of suspicion's way, by walking off;

but if nobody came to the office, and yet the note

went, remember the position in which you place
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yourself. I say I don't blame you, I don't suspect

you; but I do say that the mystery must be

cleared up. Are you certain no person came into

the office during your presence in it ?'

' I am quite certain of that, sir. I have told

you so.'

' And is Hamish equally certain—that no one

entered while he was here alone ?'

' He says so.' But Arthur's words bore a sound

of hesitation, which Mr. Galloway may or may
not have observed. He would have spoken far

more positively had Hamish not joked about it.

' " Says " will not do for me,' retorted Mr. Gal-

loway. ' I should like to see Hamish. You have

nothing particular to finish before one o'clock

;

suppose you run to Gruild Street, and request him

to come round this way, as he goes home to

dinner ? It will not take him two minutes out of

his road.'

Ai'thur departed ; choosing the nearest way to

Guild Street. It led him throuoh the street which

Hamish had been careful to avoid, on account of

a troublesome creditor. Arthur had no such fear.

One o'clock struck as he turned into it. About

mid-way down it, what was liis astonishment to

encounter Hamish ! Not slinking along, dreading

to be seen, but flourishing leisurely at his ease,

nodding to everybody he knew, his sweet smile
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in full play, and his cane whirling circlets in the

air.

' Hamish ! I thought tliis was forbidden ground
!'

' So it was, until a day or two ago,' laughed

Hamish, ' but I have managed to charm the

enemy.'

He spoke in his usual light, careless, half-mock-

ing style, and passed his arm within Arthur's. At

that moment a shopkeeper came to his door, and

respectfully touched his hair—for he wore no hat

—to Hamish. Hamish nodded in return, and

laughed again as he walked on with Arthur.

' That was the very fiercest enemy in all this

street of PhiHstiaes, Ai-thur. See how civil he is

now.'

'How did you " charm" him ?'

' Oh, by a process known to myself. Did you

come down on purpose to escort me home to

dinner ? Very polite of you !'

' I came to ask you to go round by Mr. Gal-

loway's office, and to call in and see him. He will

not believe you at second hand.'

' Believe what ?' asked Hamish.

' That the office had no visitors while you were

taking care of it, the other day. That money

affair grows more mysterious every hour.'

' Then I have not the time to go roimd,' ex-

claimed Hamish, in—for him—quite a cross
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accent. ' I don't know anytliing about tlie money

or the letter. Why sliould I be bothered ?'

' Hamish, you must go,' said Arthur, impres-

sively. ' Do you know that—so far as can be

ascertained—no human being was in the oifice

alone with the letter, save you and I. Were we

to shun inquiry, the suspicion might fall upon us.'

Hamish drew himself up haughtily, somewhat

after the fashion of Eoland Yorke. ' What ab-

surdity, Arthur ! steal a £20 note !' But, when

they came to the turning where two roads met,

one of which led to Close Street, Hamish had

apparently reconsidered his determination.

' I suppose I must go, or the old fellow will be

offended. You can tell them at home that I shall

be in directly ; not to wait dinner.'

He walked away quicldy. Arthm- pursued the

path which would take him round the cathedral

to the Boundaries. He bent his head in thought

;

he was lost in perplexity ; in spite of what Mr.

Galloway urged, with regard to the seal, he could

not believe but what the money had gone safely

to the post-office, and was abstracted afterwards.

Thus busied within himself, he had reached the

elm-trees, when he ran against Hopper, the bailiff.

Arthur looked up, and the man's features relaxed

into a smile.

'We shut the door when the steed's stolen.
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Mr. Arthur,' was his salutation. 'Now that I

have got my pockets emptied of what would have

done no good to yom- brother, I come here to meet

him at the right time. Just to show folks—should

any be about—that I did know my way here
;

although it unfortunately fell out that I always

missed him.'

He nodded and wiuked. Ai-thur, completely at

sea as to liis meaning, made some trifling remark

in answer.

' He did well to come to terms with them,' con-

tinued Hopper, dropping his voice. 'Though it

was but a five pound, as I hear, and a promise for

the rest, you see they took it. Ten times over,

they said to me, " We don't want to proceed to

extremities with Hamish Channing." I was as

glad as could be when they withdrew the 'wi-it. 1

do hope he'll go on smooth and straight, now that

he has begun paying up a bit. Tell him old

Hopper says it, Mr. Arthur.'

Hopper glided on, leaving Arthur glued to the

spot. Begun to pay up ! Paid five pounds off

one debt ! Paid (there could be no doubt of it)

partially, or wholly, the ' enemy' in the proscribed

street ! What did it mean ? Every di-op of blood

in Arthur Chamiing's body stood still, and then

com'sed on with fiery violence. Had he seen the

cathedral tower toppling down upon his head, he

VOL. I. X
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had feared it less than the awfiil dread which was

dawning upon him.

He went home to dinner. Hamish went home.

Hamish Avas more gay and talkative than usual

—

Arthur was silent as the grave. What was the

matter? some one asked him. His head ached,

was the answered plea; and, indeed, it was no

false one. Hamish did not say a syllable about

the loss at table ; neither did Arthur. Arthur's

tongue was tied now.

It is useless to attempt to disguise the fear

which had fallen upon liim
;
you, my reader, will

probably have glanced to it as suspiciously as did

Arthur Channing. Until this loophole appeared,

the facts had been to Arthur's mind utterly mys-

terious ; they now shone out all too ap]iarent, in

glaring colours. He knew that he himself had not

touched the money, and no one else had been left

alone with it, except Hamish. Debt ! what had

the paltry fear of debt and its consequences been,

compared to this ?

Mr. Galloway talked much of the mystery that

afternoon ; Yorke talked of it ; Jenkins talked of

it. Arthm- barely answered ; never, except when

obliged ; and his manner, confused at times, for he

could not help its being so, excited the attention

of ]Mr. Galloway. 'One would think you had

helped yourself to the money, Channing! he
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crossly exclaimed to him once, when tliey were

alone in the private room.

' No, sir, I did not,' Arthui Answered, in a low

tone ; but his face flushed scarlet, and then grew

deadly pale. If a Channing, his brother, had

done it, why, he felt himseK almost equally

guilty ; it dyed his brow Avith shame. Mr. Gallo-

way noticed the signs, and attributed them to the

pain caused by his question.

' Don't be foolish, Arthm-. I feel sure of you

and Yorke. Though with Yorke's carelessness and

his spendthrift habits, I do not know that I should

have been so sm-e of him, had he been left alone

with the temptation.'

' Sir !' exclaimed Arthur, in a tone of pain,

' Yorke did not touch it. I would answer for his

innocence with my life.'

'Don't I say I do not suspect him, or you

either ?' testily retm-ned Mr. Galloway. ' It is the

mystery of the affair that worries me. If no

elucidation turns up, between now and to-morrow

morning, I shall place it in the hands of the police.'

The announcement scared away the precaution

of Arthur ; nearly scared away his senses. ' Oh !

pray, pray, Mr. Galloway, do not let the police

become cognizant of it !' he uttered, in an accent

of wild alarm. And i\Ir. Galloway stared at him

in very amazement ; and Jenkins, who had come

in to ask a question, stared too.
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' It might not be productive of any good result,

and would cause us no end of trouble,' Arthur

added, striving to assign some plausible expla-

nation of his words.

' That is my affair,' said Mr. Galloway.

When Arthm- reached home, the news had pene-

trated there. Mrs. Channing's tea-table was ab-

sorbed with it. Tom and Charles gave the school

version of it, and the Eev. Mr. Yorke, who was

taking tea with them, gave his. Both accounts

were increased by sundry embellishments, which

had never had place in reality.

' Not a soul was ever near the letter,' exclaimed

Tom, 'except Arthur and Jenkins, and Eoland

Yorke.'

' The post-office must be to blame for this,'

observed Mr. Channing. ' But you are ^rong,

Tom, with regard to Jenkins. He could not have

been there.'

' Mark Galloway says his uncle had a tele-

graphic dispatch, to say the post-office knew no-

thing about it,' exclaimed Charles.

' Much you know about it. Miss Charley !' quoth

Tom. ' The despatch was^about the seal ; it was

not from the post-office at all. They have not

accused the post-office yet.'

Arthur let them talk on ; his headache the

excuse for his own silence. It thd ache, in no

measured degree. When appealed to, 'Was it
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this way, Arthur ?' ' Was it the other ?' he was

obliged to speak, so that an accurate version of the

affau- was arrived at, before tea M^as over. Con-

stance alone saw that something unusual was the

matter with him. She attributed it to fears at the

absence of Hamish, who had been expected into

tea, and did not come. Constance's own fears at

this absence grew to a terrific height. Had he

been arrested?^

She beckoned Arthur from the room ; she could

no longer control herself. Her lips were white, as

she drew him into the study, and spoke. ' Arthur,

what has become of Hamish ? Has anything hap-

pened to liim ?'

' Happened to him !' repeated Arthur, vaguely,

too absorbed in his own sad thoughts to reply at

once.

' Has—he—been

—

taken T
'Taken! Hamish? Oh, you mean for debt!'

he continued, his heart beating, and fully aroused

now. ' There is no fm^ther fear, I believe. He
has managed to arrange with the people.'

' How has he contrived it ?' exclaimed Con-

stance, in wonder.

Arthur turned his face away. ' Hamish does

not make me his confidant.'

Constance stole her hand into his. 'Arthur,

what is the matter with you this evening ? Is it

that unpleasant affair at Mr. Galloway's ?'



310 THE CHANNINGS.

He turned from her. He laid his face upon the

table, and groaned in anguish. ' Be still, be still,

Constance ! You can do no good.'

•But ivhat is it?' uttered Constance in alarm.

' You sm-ely do not fear that suspicion should be

cast on you, or on Hauiisli—although, as it ap-

pears, you and he were alone in the office with

the letter ?'

' Be still, I say, Constance,' he wailed. ' There

is nothing for it but to—to—to bear. You will do

well to ask no more about it.'

A faint dread began to dawn upon her. ' You

and Hamish were alone with the letter !' the echo

of the words came thumping against her brain.

But she beat it off. Suspect a Channing !
' Ar-

thur, I need not ask if you are innocent ; it would

be a gratuitous insult.'

' No,' he quietly said, ' you need not ask that.'

' And—Hamish ?' she would have continued,

but the words stuck in her throat. She changed

them for others.

' How do you know that he has paid any of his

debts, Arthur ?'

' I heard it. I
'

At that moment they heard something else

—

Hamish's voice in the hall. In the impulse of

the moment, in the glad revulsion of feehng—for,

if Hamish were safe in the hall, he could not be in

prison—Constance flew to Lim, and clasped her
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hands round his neck. ' Oh, Hamish, Hamish !

thank Heaven that you are come !'

Hamish was surprised. He went with Constance

into the study, where Ai'thur had remained.

* What do you mean, Constance ? What is the

matter ?'

' I am always fearful,' she whispered ;
' always

fearful ! I know, you owe money, and they might

put you in j^rison. Hamish, I am thinking of it

by night and by day,'

'My pretty sister!' cried Hamish, caressingly,

as he smoothed her hair, like Constance some-

times smoothed Annabel's, ' that danger has for the

present passed.'

' If you were arrested, papa might lose his situa-

tion,' she murmured.

' I know it ; it is that which has worried me.

I have been doing what I could to avert it. Con-

stance, these things are not for you ; who told you

anything about them ?'

' Never mind that. I
'

' What will you give me for something I have

found?' exclaimed Annabel, bursting in upon

them, her hands held behind her, and her eyes

dancing. ' It is one of your treasures, Hamish.'

' Then give it me, Annabel. Come ! I am

tired ; I cannot play with you this evening.'

' I won't give it you till you guess what it is.'

Hamish was evidently in no mood for play.
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Annabel danced round and about him, provbkingly

eluding bis gi-asp. He caught her suddenly, and

laid his hands upon hers. With a shriek of

laugliing defiance, she flung something on the

floor, and four or five sovereigns rolled about.

It was Hamish's porie-monnaie. She had found

it on the hall table, by the side of his hat and

gloves, left tliere most probably, in inadvertence.

Hamish stooped to pick up the money.

' See how rich he is !' danced Annabel ;
' after

telling us he was as poor as a church mouse

!

Where has he got it from ?'

Never had they seen Hamish more annoyed.

When he had secured the money, he gave a pretty

sharp tap to Annabel, and ordered her, in a tone of

ringing command, not to meddle with his things

again. He quitted the room, and Annabel ran

after him, laughing and defiant still.

' Wliere has he got it from T The words,

spoken in innocence by the child, rang like a

knell on the ears of Constance and Arthur Chan-

ning. Constance's very heart tm-ned sick—sick as

Arthur's had been since the meeting with Hopper,

under the elm-trees.
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